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Summary: Death is only the beginning, so they say: for Harry, this 
couldn't be more true as his death brings about a new life filled 
with new adventures, a chance for love, family and a destiny that he 
seeks to make his own, no matter who or what may try to stand in his 
way. Grey Powerful Harry; Bonded Harry/Draco; OOC Characters; SERIOUS 
AU post-GoE; Ignores OOTP/HBP/DH; 


I . The I3th Hour 

Enter the Magisterium: A Harry Potter Ean Eiction 

* *Disclaimer : **I do not own Harry Potter or any of its associated 
characters; all rights belong to UK Rowling; I do not own any 
crossover references that might be made throughout the story; all 
rights belong to their original creators; I do own any OC spells 
explained at the end of a chapter. 

**Plot: **Death is only the beginning, so they say: for Harry, this 
couldn't be more true as his death brings about a whole new lease on 
life filled with new adventures, a chance for love, family and a 
destiny that he seeks to make his own, no matter who or what may try 
to stand in his way. 

**Author's Note: **So, this idea is sort of based on the familiar EEN 
theme of 'Harry dies and he meets someone on the other side' but it's 
also based on a challenge idea that some of you might recognise; 
anyway, my point is that it's giving me a chance to give something 
interesting a go and give it my own twists and turns. 

So, as always, if you don't like it, then don't read 
it . 

* *Dedicat ion : **I'd like to dedicate this story to my good friend 
StormyEireDragon as it is his writing style that inspired how I've 



set this story up; also, I'd like to dedicate this story to AJ Picard 
for all her support with this particular theme. 

My recommended reads are _For Love of a Slytherin and Potter to 
Potter_ by StormyFireDragon, _A Different Sort of Magic_ by casperOl, 
_Valhalla's New Power_ and _Fates Intervent ion_ by AJ Picard, _Enough 
is Enough_ by dianemalfoy and _Rise of the Dark Angel_ by 
mykkilaO 9; 

**Key Pairing: **Harry/Draco; 

**Other Pairings: **Neville/Hermione; Luna/OC; 

Normal Speech 
' Thoughts ' 

'_Mind Voices_' 

/_Parseltongue_/ 

Prologue: The Thirteenth Hour 
Whiteness ; 

That was the first thing that Harry was aware of when consciousness 
returned to him. 

An all-encompassing whiteness that seemed to take hold of every fibre 
of his being, his mind, body and his very spirit feeling like he had 
just been fixed up to a high-powered generator and someone had 
switched on the power. Over the top of the strange buzzing feeling, 
Harry was also aware of a feeling of numbness that seemed to spread 
outwards from his heart, covering his body with a sensation that 
could only be described asa€l weird. 

Pulling himself to his feet, Harry slowly looked around, allowing his 
mind to recall what he could remember: even then, a feeling of guilt 
and rage filled Harry when he realised that the last thing he 
remembered was Voldemort rising from the dead and challenging Harry 
to a duel. 

However, before Harry had even managed to mount a defence, the young 
sorcerer had found that his magic had failed him, leaving him exposed 
and vulnerable to the power of the Avada Kedavra Curse. 

Only this time, nothing protected him or shielded him; nothing 
managed to redirect the curse back onto its caster and nothing was 
there to stand between Harry and certain death. 

Death, in truth, was all that remained: and now, Harry was 
hereaC 1 wherever _here_ was . 

Was this some sort of dream? 

It _looked_ real; in fact, the more that Harry found his eyes 
adjusting to the light, the more than he began to realise that he 
recognised the place. 


The stone pillars, the narrow, but silent tracks leading out towards 



the unknown and the feeling of crossing between one world and the 
other . 

"Great, " muttered Harry, shaking his head with a hint of disbelief to 
him. "So my heaven looks like King's Cross Stationa€lor maybe this is 
my version of Hell: either way, it's either right or just plain 
weird . " 

"This _isn't_ heaven _or_ hell, Harry," replied a soft voice, making 
Harry wheel around, his hand instinctively going for his wand; as he 
did so, however, a feeling of curiosity and, weirdly, familiarity 
took hold of Harry when he saw that, wherever he was, he _wasn't_ 
alone . 

Sat on one of the station benches in the strange whitewashed train 
station was a young girl with smooth, pale skin and hair that was 
like the colour of the stars; her eyes were a clear shade of blue 
that seemed to be focused on what looked like a woven web of 
unusually-coloured strands in her hands, each one crisscrossing over 
one part or another. 

As she eyed the weave, the young girl then looked up before she told 
Harry, "And you're not deada€ 1 not yet anyway: no matter how many 
times you might want to be from time to time, I have to wonder 
sometimes: why do I let you out?" 

"Umma€lwhat do you mean let me out?" asked Harry, his eyes remaining 
on the girl as he asked, "And what did you mean by I'm not dead 
_yet?_ The curse hit me." 

"Yes it did, " agreed the girl, although she spoke with the sort of 
tone that someone might have used to describe the weather. 

"And there ' s no surviving it . " 

"No there isn't." 

"So I _must_ be dead, " insisted Harry, before he shook his head again 
as he asked, "Who are you, anyway? Why are you here?" 

"I've always been here, Harry," answered the girl, looking again to 
the web in her hands as she spoke, "Although it's not your fault that 
you don't remember me: I mean, in times gone by, you've always 
forgotten coming here and, strangely, you've always seemed to forget 
the reason that you came here in the first place." 

Heaving a sigh, the girl then added, "Mind you, it's not your fault 
that so many people out there are willing to do whatever it takes to 
control you, but then again, that's why _I_ have been in charge of 
your case for fourteen years." 

"What case?" asked Harry, his tone less-aggressive and more-curious 
as he asked, "Anda€ 1 again, who are you?" 

"My name is Cara, " replied the girl, looking up at Harry with her 
eerie blue eyes before she added, "And, well, this is going to be 
hard for you to understandaC 1 _again_a€ 1 but , I'm an Angel, Harry; 
specif ically , I'm an Angel of DeathaC 1 _your_ Angel of Death to be 
even more exact ! " 



Harry's eyes widened as Cara seemed content to return to her web, 
although not before she then added, "And I sorely wish that I didn't 
have to do what I must do now, but when you've died thirteen times by 
now, you tend toa€ 1 " 

"EXCUSE ME?" Roared Harry, his eyes wide with terror as he asked, 
"What the fuck do you mean I've died thirteen times?" 

**Wow, talk about an intense beginning: how has Harry died thirteen 

times and, even if that's true, why wouldn't he remember 

it?** 


**Plus, what is Cara up to in telling him about something she 
**^**p^ 3 **^** -|-Q j _3 Harry in the White Realm 

now?** 


**Keep Reading to Eind Out** 

**Next Chapter: Cara gives Harry his 'death count' as well as a few 
home truths about Harry, those he trusts and those he calls his 
friends; plus, there's a nice surprise for Harry as he is given a 
choice: one that will change a hell of a lot more than he could 
possibly believe;** 

**Please Read and Review** 


2. The Crossing Point 
Enter the Magisterium 
**Disclaimer : **SEE EIRST CHAPTER 

**Plot: **Death is only the beginning, so they say: for Harry, this 
couldn't be more true as his death brings about a whole new lease on 
life filled with new adventures, a chance for love, family and a 
destiny that he seeks to make his own, no matter who or what may try 
to stand in his way. 

**Author's Note: **So, this idea is sort of based on the familiar EEN 
theme of 'Harry dies and he meets someone on the other side' but it's 
also based on a challenge idea that some of you might recognise; 
anyway, my point is that it's giving me a chance to give something 
interesting a go and give it my own twists and turns. 

So, as always, if you don't like it, then don't read 
it . 

* *Dedicat ion : **I'd like to dedicate this story to my good friend 
StormyEireDragon as it is his writing style that inspired how I've 
set this story up; also, I'd like to dedicate this story to AJ Picard 
for all her support with this particular theme. 

My recommended reads are _Eor Love of a Slytherin and Potter to 
Potter_ by StormyEireDragon, _A Different Sort of Magic_ by casperOl, 
_Valhalla's New Power_ and _Eates Intervent ion_ by AJ Picard, _Enough 
is Enough_ by dianemalfoy and _Rise of the Dark Angel_ by 
mykkilaO 9; 


**Key Pairing: 


** Harry /Draco ; 



**Other Pairings: 


**Neville/Hermione; Luna/OC; 


Normal Speech 
' Thoughts ' 

'_Mind Voices_' 

/_Parseltongue_/ 

**Review Answers:** 

**Betabay: More than you could possibly imagine, my friend;** 

**AJ Picard: Anytime: I hope you enjoy the adventure that's about to 
unfold; * * 

* *WhiteElfElder : All will be revealed * *_* *very* *_* * soon, I promise 
you that ; * * 

"_My name is Cara, " replied the girl, looking up at Harry with her 
eerie blue eyes before she added, "And, well, this is going to be 
hard for you to understandaC 1 againaC 1 but , I'm an Angel, Harry; 
specif ically , I'm an Angel of DeathaC 1 your Angel of Death to be even 
more exact ! 

_Harry ' s eyes widened as Cara seemed content to return to her web, 
although not before she then added, "And I sorely wish that I didn't 
have to do what I must do now, but when you've died thirteen times by 
now, you tend toa€ 1 

"_EXCUSE ME?" Roared Harry, his eyes wide with terror as he asked, 
"What the fuck do you mean I've died thirteen times?"_ 

Chapter 1: The Crossing Point 

Even after Harry had asked the question, his voice still seemed to 
echo all around the mysterious white realm as he stared 
disbelievingly at Cara, who seemed content to work on the strange bit 
of weaving in her hands. 

"Did you hear me?" asked Harry, his voice still laced with horror and 
disbelief as he asked her, "How is it that I've died thirteen times 
and why wouldn't I remember any of them even _if_ I do forget coming 
here, wherever here is?" 

"Eirst of all," answered Cara, looking up at Harry as she nodded, "I 
_did_ hear you, Harry; I was just allowing your shock, disbelief and 
your fears to sink in before I explained anything else. Secondly, 
like I said before, it was by my power and that of the Big Man 
himself that you forgot coming here, but as for the forgetting _how_ 
you came hereaClwell that's something that you can thank your world 
for. " 

"Why?" asked Harry, slowly moving towards the bench as he asked, "And 
who do you mean by _the Big Man?_ God?" 

"No, " chuckled Cara, looking again to the weave before she explained, 
"I mean my lord and master and yours too, Harry: the debt that all 



men must pay: Death himself!" 


"But I thought that you said that _you_ were Death?" asked Harry 
curiously, earning another chuckle from Cara before she shook her 
head . 

"I said that I was an _Angel_ of Death," explained the white-haired 
girl, now looking up at Harry as she told him, "Yours, to be exact 
and, no, Harry, before you ask, not everyone in the world gets an 
Angel of Death: by the Divines, imagine the paperwork!" 

For some reason, Harry found himself laughing while Cara went on, "In 
certain generations from time to time, there are souls born onto this 
plane of existence that you call mortality that are so unique and 
destined for such greatness that their souls and their lives are too 
precious to the Powers That Be to just let them go about their way. 
So, to compensate for the chance to achieve said greatness, the Grim 
One himself arranges for one of us, his Angels of Death, to cling to 
the fabric of reality that their souls are bound to." 

Here, she held up the weave as she told Harry, "That's what _this_ 
symbolises, Harry; as you can see, it's pretty badly knotted and 
somewhat discoloured because there are forces in _your_ lifetime that 
would see you weakened, naA“ve, malleable, subservient and, in the 
worst case scenario, dead and buried. However, because I am bound to 
your path, as it were, I have been able to save your spirit from the 
Great Beyond a select number of times, though the limit is a magical 
number or one with mystical signif icanceaC 1 such as thirteen." 

While Harry took the information to heart, he watched as Cara slowly 
picked at one or two of the knots on the strange _weave of life_ 
before she watched with him as the moments seemed to straighten 
themselves out. To Harry, it just looked like a weird bit of ethereal 
magic, but to Cara, it must have made at least a lick of sense as she 
smiled before she frowned again, a troubled, almost enraged look 
filling her strange blue eyes. 

"What is it?" asked Harry curiously, earning a hum of curiosity from 
Cara before he asked, "Obviously I can't read like you can, so what's 
got you so upset, Cara?" 

"Your weave is more than just knotted, " answered Cara, her eyes 
flicking from the weave to Harry and back again as she explained, "It 
has paths woven into it that should never have been claimed. If I had 
to guess, I would say that someone is playing a long and _very_ 
dangerous game with Fate, Chance and Destiny, three of the worst 
Divines that you could try and oppose if ever there were anyaC 1 and I 
work for Death himself, so that's saying something." 

"Why?" asked Harry, his eyes on the weave as he asked, "What does it 
say ? " 

"Your thirteen deaths are tied to more than just crude manipulations 
and false coincidences , " explained Cara, looking up to Harry with a 
hint of sorrow and almost-guilt as she told him, "According to the 
weave, you have been internally affected by each of these times by 
those whom would wish you to die _at the appropriate time._" 

"Why would someone want something like that?" asked Harry, his eyes 
narrowed as he then asked, "And, more to the point, who would want 



something like that for me?" 

"Not who you're thinking, that's for sure," answered Cara, before 
Harry's eyes widened as she seemed to grab hold of what looked like a 
loose tassel on the weave and, as he watched, Harry saw Cara lift 
this strand free from the weave. 

However, instead of drifting to the floor, the weave seemed to become 
a misty apparition of a woman with glazed eyes and pale-coloured 
hair; a woman that Harry knew _very_ well indeed. 

He _should_ do: he'd spent two years being taught by her after 
all . 

"Professor Trelawney?" asked Harry, watching as the ghostly image 
opened her mouth before, to Harry's surprise, she began to speak in a 
familiar haunting tone of voice, which he had only ever heard once 
before . 

The night that he had met and been reunited with Sirius. 

**The one with the power to vanquish the Dark Lord 
approachesaC 1 ** 

**Born to those who have thrice defied him, born as the seventh month 
diesaC 1 ** 

**And the Dark Lord will mark him as his equal, but he will have 
power the Dark Lord knows notaCl** 

**And either must die at the hand of the other for neither can live 
while the other survivesaC 1 * * 

**The one with the power to vanquish the Dark Lord will be born as 
the seventh month diesaCl** 

As the image fell still once more, Harry looked back to Cara before 
he asked, "WhataClwhat was that?" 

"A prophecy, " answered Cara, her eyes on Harry as she told him, "Made 
the day _after_ you were born nearly fifteen years ago, 

Harry . " 

"What?" asked Harry, earning a slow nod from Cara before he asked, 
"Trelawney 's a fraud, isn't she? How can she make a prophecy as 
detailed as that? Let alone one thataClthat _might_ be about 
me?" 


"Not _might_, " Cara retorted, earning a curious look from Harry as 
she told him, "It _does_ concern you, Harry; however, as to your 
claim about Miss Trelawney being a fraud, you're wrong. She is as 
true a Seer as they come; however, do you remember what I said about 
the forces that want to control you?" 

Harry nodded. 

Indicating the still image of the Divination Professor's face, Cara 
went on, "They wished to do so to fulfil their own wishes, which they 
_planted_ into Madame Trelawney 's mind via the means of 
heavily-intoxicating drinks, several mind-numbing scents through 



smouldering candles and, of course, the worst of the worst: the 
Imperius Curse." 

"But why?" asked Harry, looking again to Trelawney before he asked, 
"SheaClshe gave a _real_ prophecy last year that talked about Sirius 
and Wormtail, butaClwhy would someone try and control her? What does 
that have to do with me?" 

"Perhaps _she_ has the answers you seek, but only if you believe that 
you are truly strong enough to understand the truth for yourself, " 
suggested Cara, her words ringing with a hint of foreboding and 
sorrow as she told Harry, "I know that you are scared, Harry; you 
were in almost each and every one of the times that you were here 
before now. However, as I said, there isaCl there's something that I 
_must_ do now that I could not do before now and, trust me, my brave 
young friend, I wish that I didn't have to do it." 

"What?" asked Harry, watching as Cara rose from the bench; as he went 
to stand up, Harry then noticed Cara staring _past_ him towards one 
of the other unusual-looking benches in this weird purgatory 
dimension . 

"Come with me, " instructed Cara, leading Harry over to the bench; 
once they were a few steps away, the Angel of Death pointed to the 
shadowy area beneath it as she added, "Look down there, Harry: trust 
me, you're not going to like what you're about to see." 

Taking a few shaky steps towards the bench, Harry crouched down: as 
soon as he did so, however, he jumped back in shock, horror, 
disbelief and a mild sense of disgust. It was only by looking to Cara 
that Harry seemed to get that what he was seeing was real, but, even 
so, it made his stomach turn over with grotesque images as he was 
forced to look back at what he'd seen. 

There, almost huddled in the foetal position beneath the bench was 
what looked like an ugly humanoid figure that was covered in scarred, 
deforming wounds and blistering sores. The eyes were almost 
completely closed while the body was extremely thin, skeletal-even, 
and dirty-looking to boot. However, what made it even worse was the 
feeling of dark magic that seemed to hiss out from beneath the bench, 
licking at the rest of the realm like a dying man reaching for the 
sunlight one last time. 

Covering his mouth as a feeling of bile rose in him, Harry winced as 
he asked, "WhataClwhat _is_ that thing?" 

"That thing is the reason that you have always felt a connection to 
Lord Voldemort, " answered Cara, earning a disgusted look from Harry 
as she went on. "Although it is _not_ the source of the powers that 
many claimed that you had received from him, it _is_ the source of 
your meagre abilities, lack of potential and even the heart of the 
manipulations attempted on you." 

As Harry stared, his heart stopped dead a€" well, dead-er a€" while 
his eyes widened as a realisation struck him as quickly and sharply 
as the fangs of the Basilisk or the claws of a dragon. Seeing this 
grotesque image seemed to bring another thought, an impossible, 
terrifying, but clearly-obvious thought that made Harry's eyes brim 
with unshed tears . 



"Noa€ 1 " whispered the young sorcerer, his words barely even a hiss of 
his voice as he gasped, "Not hima€ 1 he couldn ' ta€ 1 he _wouldn't!_" 

"I see you have reached the inevitable conclusion all by yourself, 
Harry, " remarked Cara, her voice still edged by the same tone of 
sadness that she'd had back when she had been trying to explain the 
meaning behind the weave and the realm to Harry. "I am sorry to say 
that your groundless fears are to regain some ground as what you're 
thinking aboutaC 1 _who_ you're thinking about _is_ behind all 
thisaCland a hell of a lot more besides." 

Clenching his fists, Harry asked the question that burned in him like 
dragon-fire made flesh, "But why would _Albus Dumbledore_ want me 
dead? He's always been so warm towards me, so welcoming!" 

"And yet he was similarly as willing to let you be nothing more than 
a piece of meat for the sake of this Tournament and answers that he 
couldn't figure out, am I right?" asked Cara, earning a choked sob 
from Harry as she went on. "It hurts, Harry, I know: you trust the 
man like a grandfather and look to him as the authority figure in 
your life, but ask yourself thisaCl" 

Here, she placed a hand on Harry's shoulder as she asked, "Do you 
_really_ believe that the magical world would just ignore their 
so-called saviour for the better part of ten years? Who do you think 
gave them the notion and the idea that you were, excuse me for saying 
it because I _know_ how much you hate it, but the 
Boy-Who-Lived? " 

Harry fists clenched even tighter while Cara went on, "Do you 
_really_ expect people to believe that a man would allow a horror to 
grip Hogwarts a second time after _fifty_ years, during which he was 
right there the entire time? Can you honestly say that it's not at 
all suspicious that a legendary treasure such as the Philosopher's 
Stone could be protected by something that three first-year students 
could get past almost as easily as you did?" 

While Harry's hands trembled with rage, Cara then asked in a lower 
voice, "Do you honestly believe that the great Chief Warlock that 
cast the Fidelius in the first place wouldn't have been able to get 
Sirius Black's name cleared unless he had what he believed that he 
had a just cause for doing otherwise? A reason that would be, dare I 
say it, _for the Greater Good?_" 

Harry's tears started to roll down his cheeks while Cara then asked, 
"Would you have actually allowed yourself to go to Slytherin House 
and join those whom could turn you into a great and powerful leader 
if there hadn't been biased, Dumbledore-loyal fanatics of _Light_ 
there to turn you away from the path?" 

As Harry stood there, weeping tears of rage and sorrow while his 
knuckles had turned bone-white, Cara then asked him in an even softer 
tone of voice, "Don't you find it the least bit suspicious that a 
friendship you allowed yourself to accept was suddenly ignored when 
you two squared off just a few months ago?" 

"DracoaC 1 " hissed Harry, earning a slow nod from Cara before, 
inevitably, the young Gryffindor threw his head back and roared, 

"WHAT HAS HE DONE TO ME? I _TRUSTED_ HIM! I DEEENDED THE SCHOOL IN 
_HIS_ NAME! laClI NEARLY _DIED_ BECAUSE OE HIM! AND EOR 



WHAT?_" 


"Actually, " Cara retorted, earning a stony glare from Harry as she 
explained, "You _did_ die, Harry: the last time that you were here, 
you had died from the Basilisk's bite. The phoenix known as Fawkes 
_did_ shed tears into your wound, but by that time, you had already 
left the Crossing Point here and returned to your natural 
life. " 

"How many times?" asked Harry, his teeth gnashed together as he 
glared at Cara, his voice edged by rage as he asked, "Tell me how 
_else_ I came to die and yet forget becauseaC 1 because of 
_him?_" 

Licking her lips for a moment, Cara took a breath as she explained, 
"Well the first time that you came here, you were just an infant that 
had been left out in the cold without any form of protections. By the 
time that you were sent back, you'd been woken by your disgraceful 
Aunt shrieking at the sight of you. Then, two days later, she 
_accidentally_ dropped you into a bath full of water and 
_convenient ly_ left to see to her other son!" 

Harry's emerald eyes actually seemed to spark like lightning, his 
black hair almost standing on end as he heard Cara give him the 
_roll_ _call_ of his deaths before this, the thirteenth time. 

"Then there was the time that your Uncle _accidentally_ locked you 
inside the car on a hot day and left to see to his son; you were four 
at the time. At another point, you were savaged by some mongrel mutt 
named Ripper and left to die. Then, there were the times where your 
magic came out in the form of you growing your hair back, shrinking 
clothes and even burning your Aunt when she _accidentally_ slammed 
the skillet down on your head, so there are three more 
times . " 

"That's nine counting this one," hissed Harry, his eyes burning madly 
as he asked, "When else? _Tell me!_" 

"The snake at the zoo tried to save you from harm, " explained Cara, 
her voice edged by pain and sadness as she told Harry, "But your 
Uncle threw you to the lionsaC 1 literally ; if it wasn't for your 
_manipulator_, I highly doubt that those Muggles would be out for 
what they did." 

"You mean he _actually_ broke human laws to save their asses and keep 
me asa€ 1 as his _pawn?_" snapped Harry, his magic now crackling around 
his body as he asked, "When else?" 

"Your first year, " replied Cara, her voice edged by a note of sorrow 
while she told him, "The troll incident with your friend Hermione, 
who _is_ your friend and is as loyal to you as your secret best 
friend is. In that incident, the troll knocked your head into the 
wall, caving in your skull: a pretty big clean-up was needed by the 
old bastard there!" 

'Hermione, ' thought Harry, unaware of a powerful scarlet glow 
enveloping his body as he hissed, "We're up to eleven: when were the 
other two?" 

"When you were just a baby, " answered Cara, earning a blanched look 



from Harry before she told him, "I mean the incident that made you 
infamous, Harry: however, had your parents been better protected and 
secure by the trust that they put into the one whom would _die_ for 
them, then they might be alive now." 

"I'll _kill_ him for this!" snarled Harry, his green eyes now glowing 
like an electrical storm as he asked, "And number thirteen?" 

"In the summer between your first and second years," answered Cara, 
earning another horrified look from Harry as she explained, "You 
starved to death in just a few days when your _family_ locked you up 
like an animal. However, _he_ convinced them to give you just enough 
to survive while ensuring that your magic couldn't hurt them: to 
emphasise this, heaClwell, he _bound_ you, Harry." 

_That_ was the final straw: with the force of an atomic explosion, 
Harry's magic and his will completely shattered: for the next several 
minutes, Harry's mouth released obscenities, roars of pain, betrayal, 
rage and disbelief and, at the same time, his magic blasted itself 
outwards like a violent viral outbreak, each wave filled with energy 
that would have made something like Chernobyl look tame in 
comparison . 

Cara, meanwhile, looked back to the weave in her hands: thanks to her 
immortality as an Angel of Death, even the full fury of Harry's 
pent-up frustrations couldn't damage her, although she _was_ 
surprised to see his magic released in such a potent, overpowered 
fashion . 

After what seemed like hours, but was only about twenty-five minutes, 
Harry's screams finally died down and, as he looked to Cara, the 
enraged, betrayed and destroyed soul of the Golden Boy asked, 

"WhyaC 1 why would he? I justaC 1 I can't understandaC 1 I don't get 
ita€ 1 " 

"Trust me, Harry, " replied Cara, her skin still tingling with the 
feel of Harry's magical eruption as she tried to keep him as calm as 
she could, "In time, if my theories are correct, you _will_ 
understand. However, in case you're a little unnerved by what just 
happened, let me say that, in this time and place of existence, there 
are no limits to what is possible." 

"Ma€ 1 meaning? " asked Harry. 

"I told you the truth because I've seen it before and I see it now," 
explained Cara, her words edged by truth and certainty as she told 
him, "You could handle it and, through your emotions and your sheer 
will, you were able to completely obliterate the chains that bound 
you to this ill fate. Now that your mind, heart, soul and even your 
magical essence are free once more, you'll find yourself becoming 
stronger than you thought possible; however, this is not without a 
price and the price is this _wretched_ thing here." 

She indicated the huddled figure, earning another curious look from 
Harry as he told her, "YouaClyou never said, Cara: whataClwhat _is_ 
this thing?" 

"A parasite of the darkest magical natures possible, " hissed Cara, 
her hands flexing around the weave in her hands as she added, 
"Something that I'll take the greatest of pleasures in ridding you 



of, Harry: it's known as a Horcrux and, in case you haven't figured 
it out. I'll tell you: it's a piece of the blackened, 
pract ically-demonised soul of one Tom Riddle!" 

Harry's eyes widened with disbelief as Cara went on, "The _so-called_ 
Dark Lord has destroyed many different laws in his quest for power, 
but none more precious than the laws that bind life and death. 

Through the information of a rather-unwilling egomaniac of an 
accomplice named Horace Slughorn, Riddle learned to create these 
deformities, splitting his soul and upsetting the balance of power in 
ways that no-one should be able to accomplish. Albus _knew_ this and, 
to that end, he came up with a plan to destroy Riddle and hold 
himself in high regards once again." 

"The _prophecy,_" hissed Harry, earning a slow nod from Cara. 

"He arranged an interview with Madame Trelawney for the Divination 
Professor's position," explained the Angel, her eyes now on Harry as 
she told him, "During their meeting, something happened: what? I wish 
I knew, but I can guess that it was something that Dumbledore didn't 
like; using many powerful spells and an item that _definitely_ should 
not be in his hands, the senile old fool arranged a second 
appointment, knowing that Riddle would have a spy listening 
in . " 

"You're saying that someone leaked the prophecy to Voldemort?" asked 
Harry, his eyes still burning with magical fire as he asked, 

"Who?" 

"Severus Snape, " replied Cara, pausing only momentarily as another 
powerful wave of magic blasted through the realm. "His hatred to you, 
Harry; it is misguided and, in a negative manner, it is also nurtured 
by Albus' desires concerning you, whatever they may be. In truth, I 
can tell you that if you can actually find a way to set him free, 
then Severus will prove to be a valuable ally and asset to your 
cause, if only to help you protect one whom means more to you than 
you might think." 

"Draco?" asked Harry, earning another nod from Cara before he asked, 
"Why? What's so special about him and me being friends except for the 
fact that the senile old bastard doesn't like it?" 

"Well, " replied Cara in a casual tone of voice, her eyes on Harry as 
she asked, "How about the fact that you and young master Malfoy are 
actually _intended_ spirits? In other words; soulmates of the purest 
fashion and the highest of assessment possible?" 

Harry's eyes widened once more, his lips quivering while his hand 
went to his heart, his green eyes now filled with a look of pain, 
sorrow and disbelief as he asked, "DracoaC 1 and Ia€ 1 we ' rea€ 1 we ' re 
_meant_ to be?" 

"Yup, " answered Cara, giving Harry a warm smile as she told him, "And 
now more than ever, your union is one that might just save your lives 
and those of the ones whom are truly-loyal to you, but only if _you_ 
let yourself see the truth for what it is?" 


"And if I don't?" asked Harry, earning a saddened smile from Cara 
before she indicated the Horcrux beneath the bench once more; 



"By the laws of my bond with your spirit, I can send you back one 
_final_ time by taking this _thing_ out of you, but if you die again, 
Harry Potter, then I will have no other choice, but to _eat_ your 
soul ! " 

**Chapter 1 and, holy shitake mushrooms: talk about a lif e-or-death 
scenario: knowing what he knows, can Harry change his fate and 
finally take control of his life or will a certain senile MOB get his 
greatest wish?** 

**Also, how do you think Draco will react when he learns about this 
and can Harry help his friends and hisa€lhis * *_* *mate* *_* * to 
rediscover the truth about what happened and what will happen 
next ? * * 

**Keep Reading to Find Out** 

**Next Chapter: Before returning to the physical realm, Cara gives 
Harry * *_* *one* *_* * chance to escape his grim fate, but there is 
something that he must promise to do, no matter what; plus, Harry has 
a wish of Cara in exchange for his word, one that will turn more than 
a few heads if you ask me;** 

**Please Read and Review** 


3 . The Real Harry Returns 
Enter the Magisterium 
**Disclaimer : **SEE EIRST CHAPTER 

**Plot: **Death is only the beginning, so they say: for Harry, this 
couldn't be more true as his death brings about a whole new lease on 
life filled with new adventures, a chance for love, family and a 
destiny that he seeks to make his own, no matter who or what may try 
to stand in his way. 

**Author's Note: **So, this idea is sort of based on the familiar EEN 
theme of 'Harry dies and he meets someone on the other side' but it's 
also based on a challenge idea that some of you might recognise; 
anyway, my point is that it's giving me a chance to give something 
interesting a go and give it my own twists and turns. 

So, as always, if you don't like it, then don't read 
it . 

* *Dedicat ion : **I'd like to dedicate this story to my good friend 
StormyEireDragon as it is his writing style that inspired how I've 
set this story up; also, I'd like to dedicate this story to AJ Picard 
for all her support with this particular theme. 

My recommended reads are _Eor Love of a Slytherin and Potter to 
Potter_ by StormyEireDragon, _A Different Sort of Magic_ by casperOl, 
_Valhalla's New Power_ and _Eates Intervent ion_ by AJ Picard, _Enough 
is Enough_ by dianemalfoy and _Rise of the Dark Angel_ by 
mykkilaO 9; 


**Key Pairing: 


** Harry /Draco ; 



**Other Pairings: **Neville/Hermione; Luna/OC; 

Normal Speech 
' Thoughts ' 

'_Mind Voices_' 

/_Parseltongue_/ 

**Review Answers:** 

**Gracealma: Oh trust me, he won't get away with things quite as 
easily this time around;** 

**AJ Picard: Not quite-darker , my friend: more independent and 
willing to do what it takes: just remember the Grey alignment that 
was mentioned in the summary; anyway, I hope you like this 
chapter; * * 

"_Dracoa€ 1 and Ia€ 1 we ' rea€ 1 we ' re meant to be?"_ 

"_Yup, " answered Cara, giving Harry a warm smile as she told him, 
"And now more than ever, your union is one that might just save your 
lives and those of the ones whom are truly-loyal to you, but only if 
you let yourself see the truth for what it is."_ 

"_And if I don't?" asked Harry, earning a saddened smile from Cara 
before she indicated the Horcrux beneath the bench once more;_ 

"_By the laws of my bond with your spirit, I can send you back one 
final time by taking this thing out of you, but if you die again, 

Harry Potter, then I will have no other choice, but to eat your 

soul ! 

Chapter 2 : The Real Harry Returns 

Harry felt like time itself had stopped dead in its tracks. 

Mind you, given that time didn't really seem to affect the strange 

realm between this world and the next, he actually found the thought 
rather amusing, if not appropriate; either way, he looked to Cara 
with a hint of surprise and almost-curiosity in his eyes before he 
asked her, "Why would you have no choice, Cara?" 

"It is the nature of the bond between Angel and Charge," answered 
Cara, now looking away from the Horcrux and back to Harry, her 
expression still one of sadness as she explained, "Like I told you 
before, Harry, as your Angel, I give you a certain number ofa€ 1 let ' s 
call them _lifelines_ in which you'd be sent back from the brink of 
death itself to try and discover what it is that makes your soul and 
your path so unique." 

Harry actually allowed himself to sit on the bench that the Horcrux 
was slowly decaying away beneath his feet; as he listened to Cara, 
the young sorcerer actually felt a little sorry, if not uneasy that 
his death, his _true_ death, could come by as quickly as it had 
done . 


Clearly, Cara had the same thought in her head as she went on with a 



rather self-explanatory tone of voice, "At the end of the times, 
you're allowed _one_ final chance and only one to return to your path 
of mortality for the last time: however, the only way that you'd 
normally do that is by sacrificing something about yourself that 
won't affect your destiny any further." 

"Like the Horcrux, you mean?" asked Harry, earning a slow nod from 
Cara as he asked, "How has it been affecting me before now?" 

"You mean other than leeching away at your magical potential by 
forcing your body, your spirit and your very essence to fight against 
it?" asked Cara, earning a surprised look from Harry as she told him, 
"Those headaches and visions that you kept suffering, Harry; they 
weren't simply remnants of the cursed magic that created the Horcrux 
in the first place. They were the aftershocks of your magic battling 
the possessive, draining influence of the Horcrux as well as trying 
to break through the binding powers thataClthat You-Know-Who tried to 
place on you." 

"Well he _won't_ get the chance again, I swear it!" hissed Harry, his 
eyes glowing for a brief moment as he asked, "What about the visions, 
though? I mean how is it that I saw Voldemort ' s conversations with 
his Death Eaters and kept dreaming aboutaC 1 about that night in the 
first place?" 

"The first of those two things was because of the Horcrux itself, " 
explained Cara, her eyes remaining on Harry as she sat down next to 
him while she talked. 

"As a piece of Tom Riddle's soul, it allowed you a glimpse through 
the dark influences of his magic to see through his eyes and those 
associated with him. It's because of this quote-unquote bond that you 
saw, felt and witnessed the power of Tom Riddle as he grew stronger 
in his decrepit form; at the same time, you were also given a mild 
case of influence through him that brought out youraC 1 let ' s call them 
your _darker_ tendencies from time to time, such as when you 
threatened to kill Sirius." 

Harry nodded, but he said nothing as he listened to Cara explain her 
point further, "Now I know that you might like to believe that you're 
not evil, Harry; however, what you, perhaps you more than anyone else 
should do, in fact, but what you need to understand is that the world 
is neither all good nor all-evil. There are shades of purest light 
and darkness as there are good and evil forces, but there are also 
the in-betweens: shades of grey where greatness can be found and used 
for both sides and for neither side at all." 

"SoaClwhat?" asked Harry, his voice edged by a note of natural-born 
curiosity as he asked, "You're saying that Tom had a point when he 
said that there is no good and evil? That there is only power and 
those too weak to seek it?" 

"The first part, yes, " answered Cara, before she smiled as she added, 
"As for the second part, I'd say that it's more that there is only 
_choice_ of how to use one's power and those who make either the 
wrong choices or lack the courage to know in their hearts the 
difference between right and wrong. To use the current situation in 
your world, Harry, the world isn't split into good people and Death 
Eaters. As mortals, you've all got both light and dark inside of you, 
but what matters, in the end, is the part that you should choose to 



act on. That's the moment in one's life when you discover who you 
really are: be it as a warrior, scholar, hero, villain or even as a 
lone spirit, but either way, you discover who you are as a human 
being . " 

Harry swallowed before Cara went on, "Now you, who've spent most of 
your life trying to live up to your parents' reputation as well as be 
your own person, you'd be the lone warrioraC 1 well , lone warrior with 
his faithful companions and his mate by his side, but, at the same 
time, you have it within you to be the best kind of sorcerer and 
warrior possible. A leader and an inspiration, but also a brave and 
strong-willed young man and, as your Angel, Harry, I have to say that 
I am rather glad that this vile creature beneath us is inside of you, 
because it gives me the right to give you back the life you lost, but 
_only_ if you're willing to actually take control rather than follow 
the crowd . " 

"Don't worry, Cara," muttered Harry, clenching his fists once more as 
he explained, "This time, I _won't_ failaClso if you're going to send 
me back, then do so and I'll do everything in my power to see that 
you have to wait a _long_ time for your meal!" 

Cara chuckled before she told Harry, "You know, I'm not really 
_meant_ to do this, Harry, but I figure that you more than anyone 
deserve the chance to prove that even Fate can be put into the hands 
of one and one person alone." 

Looking to the Angel of Death, Harry's eyes narrowed as he asked, 
"What are you talking about?" 

"You want to avoid being my meal for all eternity, right?" asked 
Cara, earning a slow nod from Harry before she went on, "In the next 
life, you'd be with your parents for all time, the three of you 
reunited to whatever end and never again having to worry about being 
apart, right?" 

"Yes, " answered Harry, though his voice was laced with sadness as he 
listened to Cara remind him of the one greatest wish that he could 
have . 

"Well," asked Cara, now putting her hand on top of Harry's clenched 
fists as she asked him, "How would you feel about making me a 
promise, Harry? One that will do a hell of a lot more than just break 
the rules . " 

"What aboutaClthe Big Guy?" asked Harry, earning a soft laugh from 
Cara . 

"Leave Death to me, " explained Cara, her words edged by a note of 
childish naughtiness as she added, "Besides, who knows about bending 
and breaking the rules better than Prongs' son, am I right?" 

Harry actually laughed at that remark before he asked, "What is 
it?" 


"I'll swear on the Powers that I'll _let_ you pass onto the next 
great adventure should you come here again, " explained Cara, earning 
a wide-eyed look from Harry as she told him, "You'll be free to spend 
eternity with those you love without fearing that either me or Death 
are coming for you: equals with him, you might even say." 



"In exchange for what?" asked Harry. 


"In exchange for you making me a promise that you'll stop hiding your 
friendship with the one who's meant to be your mate," answered Cara, 
earning another shocked look from Harry. 

"Promise me that, when you go back, you'll do all that you can to 
help awaken and even seal the bond between you and the young Malfoy 
and work together to become the greatest sorcerers that you could 
possibly be. Don't allow anything, not even these stupid rules about 
House allegiances and feuding stop you; don't hide the truth of what 
_could_ have happened to you if you had only let it happen and, more 
than anything, don't hide your true feelings towards him." 

While Harry had his shocked look on his face, Cara went on, "Promise 
me this, Harry, and I'll do everything in my power and more to 
guarantee you a free pass to the next great adventure: what do you 
say, Harry Potter? Do we have a deal?" 

As Harry swallowed hard, he looked away for a single moment before he 
asked, "Could you do me one favour?" 

"I can't give them back to you if that's what you're asking," Cara 
advised him, earning a quick shake of the head from Harry. 

"laClI realised a _long_ time ago that I was never going to see them 
againaC 1 alive anyway," explained Harry, clearing his throat before he 
asked, "No, what I was going to ask wasaClum, if it's not _too_ much 
trouble: isaClis it within your power toaClto bring Cedric 
back? " 

Cara's eyes softened slightly before she asked, "In exchange for your 
word? " 

"Yes . " 

Looking away from Harry for only a moment, Cara smiled softly as she 
answered, "It _is_ within my power to give back the 

recent ly-deceased, but you would have to make sure that Mr Diggory 
couldn't tell anyone about what he saw or experienced when he passed 
over to the next world. But if this is your counter-offer to the deal 
for your agreement, then I am willing to give you this _one_ thing 
and this one thing only." 

Harry gulped before he nodded, "I understand." 

"If you come back here again _without_ having completed or 
acknowledging your soul bond with the young Malfoy, your soul is mine 
for eternity . " 

"I understand." 

Lifting a hand, Cara pressed her palm lightly to Harry's forehead 
before she told him, "Then it's time to go back, Harry Potter: when 
you awaken, you'll be stronger than ever before. Without the ties 
that bind you to your grim fate, your magic will be at its true 
level, which you _will_ need to learn to control and, if I'm right, 
you'll find the means to do that coming towards you before the week 
is out. Just remember your promise to me and, above all else, do 



_not_ allow yourself to fall prey to those whom would see you dead 
again, understand?" 

"Yes . " 

Cara blinked once; when she did so, Harry saw her eyes turn a bright, 
fiery shade of white before Harry's entire world did the same thing, 
though not before the Angel of Death gave Harry one last 
remark; 

"Good luckaC 1 Harry PotteraC 1 " 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

The first thing that Harry was aware of when consciousness returned 
to him was the feeling of grass beneath his body and the cold, 
chilling wind that had blown through the graveyard now blowing 
through his dark hair. 

At the same time, he was also aware of a feeling of a deeper, 
more-potent connection to his magic surging through him, its rushes 
accompanied by a feeling of life and control that Harry had never 
felt before. His mind felt clearer than ever and, as he thought about 
what he was feeling, a sense of actual guilt took hold of Harry as he 
remembered how he had mocked and challenged his secret best friend 
because of the Tournament. 

Well, the Tournament and those _idiots_ that thought that they could 
control his fate. 

'Well not again, ' thought Harry, a small part of him then aware of a 
voice speaking; a cold, commanding voice that Harry knew all too 
well . 

"Harry Potter is dead, " remarked one Tom Riddle, his words filled 
with pride and a sense of amusement as he explained, "We shall mourn 
only the encounters between us before we send his corpse back to his 
_precious_ allies. And, as I said, once they see that even their 
precious saviour couldn't stop the inevitable, they will know the 
price of challenging me and questioning my powers." 

Cracking his eyes open, Harry was _vaguely_ aware of a movement from 
Cedric's body that told the young teenager that Cara had kept her 
word; across the field from Harry, Cedric's weakened stare met Harry, 
but before the other boy said anything, Harry moved a finger to his 
lips, the message clear to Cedric. 

Keep quiet; say nothing and do nothing until the right time. 

In response to Harry's unspoken message, Cedric nodded subtly before 
he mouthed the words _I owe you_ to Harry. 

The edges of Harry's lips twitched in amusement before he listened as 
Tom's voice spoke again, "Such a pity, though: the boy had such 
potential and yetaClto die so simply and peacefullyaC 1 I ' m almost 
disappointed. " 

Realising that _the moment_ was now, Harry gathered every ounce of 
his strength before he leapt to his feet, much to the shock of the 
assembled Death Eaters, each of them staring at Harry. 



"Well you know how much I _hate_ to disappoint people, don't you, 
Tom?" asked Harry, his voice and the strength in it earning a 
horrified look from Tom while Harry, regaining his wand, kept his 
eyes on the Dark Lord while he asked smugly, "What's wrong. Riddle? 
You look like you've seen a ghost!" 

"Impossible!" screamed Voldemort, firing off another Killing Curse; 
in response, Harry let instinct and his newfound desire to survive 
guide his hand. 

Much like he had done several years back a€" even then without 
knowing _how_ he actually did it a€" Harry suddenly found himself 
moving to another point, although this time, he moved to stand over 
Cedric's body, one hand resting against his fellow Champion while the 
other pointed his wand in the direction of the Triwizard Cup. 

"What _is_ he?" roared Voldemort, earning a rather-proud laugh from 
Harry as he answered the Dark Lord's question, his strength growing 
with each second while he was also stunned by the power he 
held . 

"I'd have thought you more than anyone would have heard, Tom: I'm the 
_Boy-Who-Lived_, remember?" 

As Tom went for another strike, Harry's magic seemed to obey the 
unspoken commands of its bearer once again; this time, however, it 
answered him by summoning the Cup to Harry's hand without so much as 
a whisper of a spell. 

As the boy took hold of the Cup, both he and Cedric vanished, leaving 
Voldemort alone with his forces, the wailing cry of the Dark Lord 
echoing through the night at how Harry Potter had defied death and 
cheated the Dark Lord's choices once more. 

However, even as he screamed his fury, something inside Tom's inhuman 
mind and unholy spirit told the Dark Lord something else. 

This time, in _this_ particular encounter, something was different 
about Harry's power, potential and the strength that he showed. 

And, whatever it was, the instincts of the Dark Lord were telling him 
one thing: 

Stay _well_ away from it! 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

When the three schools saw both Harry and Cedric hit the ground, the 
cheers were louder than ever before; 

While music was played and people celebrated, Harry extended his hand 
to Cedric before he helped his older counterpart to his feet, the 
eyes of the handsome Hufflepuff filled with a hint of pride, relief 
and eternal gratitude as he embraced Harry proudly, the strong sense 
of brotherhood reminding many what the Tournament was all 
about . 

Unseen and unheard by the others, however, Cedric then whispered in 
Harry's ear, "I don't know what you did and I don't know how; all 



that I know is that you saved my life, Harry. I owe you for this and, 
no matter what, I vow to repay that debt by standing with you above 
all others, even my own family if necessary." 

"Thanks, Ceda€ 1 " Harry began, but before he could finish saying what 
he wanted, the young sorcerer was surprised when Cedric then lifted 
his arm and, holding his wand to his neck, he addressed the cheering 
crowd . 

"_STAFF AND STUDENTS OF HOGWARTS, BEAUXBATONS AND DURMSTRANG ! _" 

Boomed Cedric, his voice amplified much like Dumbledore ' s had been 
throughout the course of the Tournament. 

"_MAY I PRESENT THE NEW TRIWIZARD CHAMPION, HARRY POTTER !_" 

The cheers grew louder; however, as people started to flood the small 
area that stood between the maze and the attendants' stands, Harry's 
hand suddenly found his own wand and, before anyone could get close 
to them, a magical shield suddenly flew from the end of Harry's wand, 
cutting off access to the two Hogwarts Champions. 

While several people looked confused and a little bemused at the 
level of power that was shown by the young Gryffindor, Harry mirrored 
Cedric's actions as he put his wand to his throat before he asked, 
"_DO YOU THINK I WANT ANY OE YOU GETTING CLOSE TO ME AETER WHAT 
CEDRIC AND I HAVE JUST GONE THROUGH ?_" 

Silence gripped the arena as Harry's voice continued to amplify 
throughout the stands as he asked, "Aren't _any_ of you even the 
slightest bit curious about where Cedric and I have been all this 
time? Or what happened to Krum and Eleur to make them however you 
might have found them?" 

A few people looked towards the Beauxbatons Champion a€" whom was 
standing with her sister and Madame Maxime a€" as well as the 
Durmstrang Champion a€" whom was standing alone as Karkaroff seemed 
to have mysteriously vanished a€" while others were still confused at 
Harry's note of hostility towards what _should_ have been a momentous 
occasion of celebration and delights. 

Harry, meanwhile, held up the Triwizard Cup before he threw it 
towards the edge of his shield, his voice still amplified as he 
explained, "The Triwizard Cup was jinxed to become a Portkey: it took 
both Cedric and I away from here and to a place that I hoped merely 
existed in my darkest nightmares and deepest fears!" 

"Harry, my boy, " Dumbledore began, but before he could get a word 
out, Harry suddenly cut off the headmaster with a cold voice. 

"Be quiet, Dumble_dork !_" spat Harry, his eyes glowing madly while 
several others looked towards Harry with looks of outrage and shock 
at how he was speaking to the headmaster. "I don't want to hear one 
_word_ out of your mouth or anyone else's that might think that they 
can muzzle _me!_" 

"Harry, you're being very immature and rude," advised Dumbledore, but 
Harry just glowered as he told the boy, "I'm sure it's nothing a good 
night's rest in the Hospital Wing can fixaCl" 


"Why? So you can dope me up with Loyalty Potions or Compulsion Charms 



again, _sir?_" asked Harry, earning another horrified look from the 
staff and students alike; as for Dumbledore, he suddenly went from 
grandf atherly to darkly-concerned as Harry told him, "I'm _done_ 
listening to anyone's rules but my own: now. Minister, I _know_ 
you're here, so show yourself a€ 1 _now !_" 

"Who do youa€ 1 " began one Severus Snape, but as soon as he opened his 
mouth, the Potions Master found a flash of bluish-coloured magic 
narrowly missing his head. 

At the same time, Harry pointed his wand at Severus, but, to the 
surprise of everyone in the arena, Harry's voice seemed to remain 
amplified by nothing but the sheer will of his magic as he hissed, 

"If it wasn't for the fact that I actually have a use for you, Snape, 
I'd _kill_ you where you stand for what you've done to me! And don't 
think I won't, you senile old fool: it's _more_ than within my rights 
since the greasy-haired coward owes me and my family a 
life-debt ! " 

Severus turned white while Dumbledore suddenly looked like he had 
just been told that he was dying in a few hours; as for the Minister, 
he slowly made his way forwards and, meeting Harry's furious gaze, he 
asked, "Whata€lwhat do you want with me, Harry, my boy?" 

"I am _not_ your boy. Minister," retorted Harry, his eyes switching 
to Dumbledore as he added, "_0r_ yours: I'm not _your_ saviour or 
your _hero_ or anything like that: all that I am, all that I've ever 
_wanted_ to be, is what I _choose_ to be." 

"Ia€ll hear you, Harrya€ 1 I mean, Mr Potter," replied the Minister, 
his eyes filled with a mix of fear and actual respect for the boy as 
he saw the power and air of command that the boy held. "Wea€ 1 we _all_ 
hear you; nowa€ 1 what do you have to say?" 

"First this," replied Harry, lifting his wand as he declared, "I, 
Harry James Potter, do hereby swear on the powers of magic and the 
grace of Merlin himself that all that I say here shall be the truth, 
the whole truth and nothing but the truth, so help me Magic!" 

A powerful glow of magical origins seemed to take hold of the field; 
at the same time, Harry was aware of a single figure skulking away 
from the group; however, as Harry saw them, so too did Cedric. Quick 
as a flash, Cedric was aiming his wand at the retreating figure, a 
flash of red leaving him as he commanded a spell that, to Harry, 
sounded like _Stupefy!_ 

While Harry was left with the Minister behind his still-conjured 
shield of magic, Cedric moved towards the downed figure, his eyes 
widening as he called over to Harry, "It's Professor Moody!" 

"No, " whispered Harry, though his whispers were still heard by almost 
everyone as he explained, "It isn't: if it _were_ Moody, he would be 
curious about what's going on here as the rest of you are. No, I 
think that _this_ is the person responsible for putting my name into 
the Goblet of Fire!" 

Several heads turned towards the stunned figure while, at the same 
time, Harry took advantage of the distraction as he added, "I suspect 
that they might just be using Polyjuice Potion, but then again, I'm 
_not_ a Potions Master with a grudge over the dead, am I, 



_Snivellus ?_" 

While Severus ' eyes widened as the logic began to sink in, a few more 
people suddenly let out cries of disbelief as the stunned body of 
Alastor Moody suddenly began to _melt_ in certain places, the 
features of the scarred, somewhat-dangerous man turning into a 
deranged-looking figure with wild hair, maniacal-looking eyes and a 
real air of bloodlust and dark vengeance to him. 

Several people gasped in horror and surprise, but, from somewhere in 
the crowd, Harry heard Neville Longbottom's voice identify the man, 
although Harry knew him already, "That's Barty Crouch 
Junior ! " 

"Impossible!" exclaimed Fudge, now earning a look from Harry that 
could have been described as incredulous-meet s-outraged . "He's dead 
in Azkaban: I made the verdict personally after being informed 
bya€ 1 bya€ 1 " 

"Crouch Senior, most-likely, " remarked Harry, his voice edged by a 
note of mocking truth as he explained, "Although this isn't the first 
time you've been wrong, is it. Fudge? What? Is _everyone_ in the 
arena as confounded as you said I was when I tried to tell you that 
_my godfather, _Sirius Black, was innocent?" 

"ENOUGH!" Roared Dumbledore, his own voice calling out over the top 
of the crowds' outrage and questions as well as Harry's defiant tone 
of voice. 

"Oh no, " argued Harry, shaking his head as he told the old man, 

"We're far from done, old man: Cedric, check Crouch's arm and, while 
we're at it, Snape, pull up _your_ sleeve!" 

"HarryaCl" Dumbledore began, but once again, another burst of magic 
missed the man's head while Harry went on. 

"_Now_, Snape!" snarled Harry, his voice like thunder as he demanded, 
"Show them the truth: show everyone here what a snivelling, 
dark-art s-worshipping coward of a bastard you are!" 

While Severus' hand went to his robed arm, Harry heard a few more 
gasps as Cedric obliged Harry's request concerning Crouch's arm; 
those within range of the man's skin could see the Dark Mark clearer 
than ever, though Harry emphasised the point by showing his own 
blood-soaked arm to those that were closest to him. 

"The Cup, " explained Harry, indicating the cup that lay at the edge 
of his shield, a small part of Harry marvelling at how his magic was 
still protecting him from those whom wanted to get close to him for 
the wrong reasons. "It was a Portkey that took Cedric and I to a 
graveyard that can be found on the grounds of a place known as The 
Riddle House in Little Hangleton!" 

"There," continued Cedric, a part of him knowing that Harry couldn't 
speak the whole truth because it would leave too many questions; 
fortunately for his friend, Cedric had sworn no such vow. "A servant 
of someone we _all_ know and fear used Harry's blood, the bones of a 
man related to said someone and his own flesh toaClto 
resurrectaC 1 " 



"VOLDEMORT ! " Exclaimed Harry, earning a chorus of horrified gasps and 
terrified screams from the crowd as he explained, "Voldemort is back! 
He nearly killed Cedric and I tonight, but we barely got out of there 
with our lives!" 

"LIES!" Screamed Eudge; however, to Harry's surprise a€" as well as 
those of the people that knew them best a€" it was another voice that 
broke through the fear-fest and the insinuations from the 
Minister . 

"Harry swore on magic itself that he would tell the truth. Minister, " 
explained Draco Malfoy, earning a small smile from Harry. 

While a few others were curious about the blonde's intentions to 
agree with his apparently-hated rival, Draco then made his way 
towards Harry, his lithe form easily passing through the shield, much 
to the surprise of the others, as he took his spot next to Harry, his 
grey eyes meeting the green ones of the young sorcerer as he went 
on . 

"He can't really lie about too much, least of all something that 
affects him worse than any others out here, " continued Draco, looking 
from Harry to the crowd as he added, "Professor Snape, show them your 
arm and, if you need further evidence. Minister, then answer me this: 
where's my Eather?" 

"DracoaC 1 " gasped Severus, but Harry hid a smile as he saw and _felt_ 
Draco take his hand in a show of support, a small part of the young 
Gryffindor feeling like he was growing stronger just from the 
touch . 

"I won't lie any longer," Draco insisted, looking towards the 
entrance to the arena as he explained, "My Eather left here like the 
devil himself were on his heels: furthermore. High Master Karkaroff 
has gone missing _and_ we have a known and named Death Eater lying 
there by Diggory's stunning spell: how much more evidence do you 
need? " 

"He ' sa€ 1 nota€ 1 back ! " exclaimed Eudge, earning a sigh from Harry. 

"So you're just going to discredit me again, are you, Eudge?" asked 
Harry, now looking to the crowds before he asked, "How many _lies_ 
have you overlooked, you senile, corrupt, yellow-bellied 
_bastard?_" 

"I'll have you arrested for this. Potter!" exclaimed Eudge. 

Once again, however, it was Draco that backed Harry up as he 
insisted, "Do that and you'll have the wrath and fury of the Noble 
House of Malfoy _and_ the Most Noble and Ancient House of Black to 
deal with, Eudge!" 

"_And_ the Noble and Ancient House of Diggory, " added Cedric, before 
he took a spot next to Harry, the stunned form of Barty Crouch Junior 
now being watched by Cedric's Eather as well as the stern, but 
furious-faced Professor Elitwick. 

"_And_ the Most Noble and Ancient House of Potter, " added Draco, now 
nodding towards Harry as he explained, "As Harry has competed in this 
Tournament and done a _hell_ of a lot more than anyone else here, I 



_highly_ doubt that you can keep his rights from him any longer. This 
Tournament was meant for adults, which makes him one now too: _Lord_ 
Potter, to be exact!" 

"That's not true," insisted Dumbledore, earning a curious look from 
Draco as he explained, "Harry never intended to enter this 
Tournament, so the law of emancipat iona€ 1 " 

Suddenly, a powerful bolt of what could only be described as 
lightning struck the ground right next to Dumbledore, its energy so 
close that it smouldered the tips of the headmaster's white beard 
while, as a clap of thunder followed the lightning, an enraged, 
furious-minded voice spoke above all others; 

"_YOU MEAN TO TELL ME THAT YOU _KNEW_ ABOUT ME _NOT_ ENTERING AND YET 
YOU STILL CHOSE TO DO NOTHING? YOU SENILE, DEMENTED, EGOTISTICAL 
BASTARD, ALBUS DUMBLEDORE ! _" 

Everyone in the arena was now looking at Harry once again; however, 
when they did so, a few people actually backed off as Harry's body 
had suddenly started to glow a fiery, potentially-dangerous-looking 
shade of gold that seemed to envelop Harry like the wings of a great 
beast. At the same time, several others in the crowd a€" namely those 
whom had earned Harry's trust for the right reasons a€" found the 
same glow lighting up their hearts while their eyes widened with 
realisation and fear. 

Back beneath the shield, however, Draco drew his own wand before 
reinforcing the shield with his own magic, Cedric following suit 
while, close by them, it was the Beauxbatons Champion, Eleur 
Delacour, who asked, "What _iz_ happening to Monsieur Potter?" 

"He's going through a magical maturity," answered another voice, 
earning several confused and surprised looks from the crowd as a new 
figure seemed to materialise into being right at the edge of Harry's 
shield, his eyes fixed on Eudge with rage while his hands were 
shielding both the crowd and Harry from each other. 

"If I were you lot," cautioned Sirius Black, his eyes looking to the 
one that had gained Harry's fury as he warned them, "I'd take 
coveraC 1 " 

**Chapter 2 and talk about a mass of surprises: Harry has revealed 
the truth; Cedric is alive; Draco seems to recall the fact that 
they're friends and now Sirius is back in the picture, but can he and 
the rest of Harry's allies help our young hero survive this new 
danger? * * 

**Also, what will come as a result of the maturity and what will 
Harry do about the ones that try to constantly challenge and 
undermine him?** 

**Keep Reading to Eind Out** 

**Next Chapter: A new and improved * *_* *Lord* *_* * Harry James Potter 
finishes what he started as Hogwarts witnesses the end of several 
eras and the closure of several unsolved cases and unanswered 
questions; also, Draco and Harry talk in secret, but while they do, 
there's a strange delivery for Harry: one that opens a door of 
opportunity and begins the **_**real**_** adventureaC 1 * * 



**Please Read and Review** 


4. His Word is Law 
Enter the Magisterium 
**Disclaimer : **SEE EIRST CHAPTER 

**Plot: **Death is only the beginning, so they say: for Harry, this 
couldn't be more true as his death brings about a whole new lease on 
life filled with new adventures, a chance for love, family and a 
destiny that he seeks to make his own, no matter who or what may try 
to stand in his way. 

**Author's Note: **So, this idea is sort of based on the familiar EEN 
theme of 'Harry dies and he meets someone on the other side' but it's 
also based on a challenge idea that some of you might recognise; 
anyway, my point is that it's giving me a chance to give something 
interesting a go and give it my own twists and turns. 

So, as always, if you don't like it, then don't read 
it . 

* *Dedicat ion : **I'd like to dedicate this story to my good friend 
StormyEireDragon as it is his writing style that inspired how I've 
set this story up; also, I'd like to dedicate this story to AJ Picard 
for all her support with this particular theme. 

My recommended reads are _Eor Love of a Slytherin and Potter to 
Potter_ by StormyEireDragon, _A Different Sort of Magic_ by casperOl, 
_Valhalla's New Power_ and _Eates Intervent ion_ by AJ Picard, _Enough 
is Enough_ by dianemalfoy and _Rise of the Dark Angel_ by 
mykkilaO 9; 

**Key Pairing: **Harry/Draco; 

**Other Pairings: **Neville/Hermione; Luna/OC; 

Normal Speech 
' Thoughts ' 

'_Mind Voices_' 

/_Parseltongue_/ 

**Review Answers:** 

**Betabay: And there's a lot more to come, my friend;** 

**AJ Picard: Perhaps later, but for now, there's fun in store for 
all; ** 

**David-El: Harry didn't have a choice about when he went back; he 
just went back to the real world, not travelling in time;** 

"_If I were you lot, " cautioned Sirius Black, his eyes looking to the 
one that had gained Harry's fury as he warned them, "I'd take 



covera€ 1 

Chapter 3: His Word is Law 

For the longest time, several members of the crowd seemed torn 
between pointing their wands and cries at Sirius' sudden appearance 
and actually doing as they were told. 

However, when they all witnessed the glow that enveloped Harry's body 
actually growing in strength and visibility so that it was almost 
like the sun itself was standing in human form in their midst, they 
all made the choice to hear the Black Lord's wishes. One by one, 
shielding charms were thrown up while the members of the Hogwarts 
staff a€" sans a terrified, almost-disbelieving Snape and a shocked, 
almost-enraged-looking Dumbledore a€" did their best to shield the 
students . 

Even Madame Malkin, Mr Bagman and the Ministry members that had 
turned up to witness the Third Task cast the strongest shields that 
they could; as for Cedric, he left Harry's side to help shield the 
students while Draco, to the alarm of many students and a few adults, 
stayed _right_ by Harry's side, his hand never leaving Harry's as the 
glow brightened. 

"Draco!" screamed Pansy Parkinson, her voice audible over the 
hullaballoo that had filled the arena, "Get out of there! Potter 
could kill you!" 

"Oh shut up, Parkinson!" snapped Draco, tightening his hold on 
Harry's hand as he explained, "I know this might not make sense to a 
vainglorious egomaniacal _bitch_ like you, but right now, I'm in the 
safest place possible as is _Harry!_" 

"Why?" asked Ronald Weasley, breaking his own silence a€" as if he 
could actually choose to do otherwise a€" before he asked, "Are you 
causing this, Malfoy? Cursing Harry against the Headmaster 
ora€ 1 " 

Another powerful bolt of magic suddenly flew out of Harry like a 
discharge of electricity ; while several people ducked in cover, only 
Draco saw the bolt hit Ron square in the chest, knocking him to the 
ground with a dazed look and, for once, his mouth was 
closed . 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

"How did hea€ 1 " began Hermione, her own place near Ron being close 
enough that she could see that Harry had been the source of that 
magic; however, at the same time, the young brunette found herself 
_pulled_ into a shielded area by none other than Neville Longbottom, 
the eyes of the Gryffindor underdog filled with determination as he 
kept Hermione down. 

"Harry would never forgive himself, let alone anyone else, if 
anything happened to you, Hermione, " insisted Neville, his strength 
of will surprising Hermione; however, before she could say anything, 
Hermione added her voice to a loud, frenzied chorus of alarmed cries 
as what could only be described as a golden-coloured shockwave 
suddenly _exploded_ from where Harry was standing. 



Weirdly, the majority of the occupants of the schools' combined 
parties seemed unaffected; however, as the wave washed over her, 
Hermione ' s eyes widened while she saw a look of realisation filling 
Neville ' s eyes . 

Though neither of them knew it at the time, they were both recalling 
memories that had either been wiped clean from their minds or rewired 
through magical means to make someone else seem special. 

The one thing that they _both_ knew, however, was that Draco Malfoy 
had been right about one thing; 

Harry was in the safest place possible right nowa€ 1 and so was the 
young Malfoy. 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

As the golden-coloured shockwave continued to spread outwards from 
its epicentre, the only ones that seemed affected by it negatively 
were Barty Crouch Junior, Albus Dumbledore, Cornelius Fudge, Severus 
Snape and, weirdly, a certain beetle-shaped Animagus who changed back 
into her human form as the wave hit her, her eyes wide with both 
terror and sorrow as she stared in disbelief as the power continued 
to flow. 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

Within Hogwarts, a certain _misunderstood_ Divination Professor 
suddenly let out a gasp of awe, power and almost gratitude as she 
felt the power hit her mind, her heart and her soul, all three of 
which had been dulled and manipulated by forces that were stronger 
than she had suspected. 

Although now, there was one greateraC 1 and he wasn't going anywhere 
anytime soon. 

"Thank you, my Lord, " whispered Sybil Trelawney, her eyes filled with 
mirth as she added, "Let the games begin." 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

The golden glow continued to spread through Hogwarts, each part of 
the school almost trembling a€" figuratively-speaking a€" as the 
power rocked its very foundations, though certain parts were affected 
more than others . 

Beneath the bowels of the school, a certain deceased carcass shone 
with bright green light that spread outwards, connecting with the 
energy of the golden glow and seemingly sealing its acceptance of the 
new master of its powers. 

Within an office that was usually reserved for the great and the 
good, a red-feathered avian creature suddenly went through a Burning 
Day that actually seemed to swallow it up completely, although when 
the flames faded away, they didn't leave an ugly creature; instead, 
they left a small orb-shaped item that vanished in a burst of white 
sparkly light. 

Nearby, an ancient and powerful weapon also followed the same 
_sparkling_ power to wherever it had been taken, much to the 



amusement of an equally-as-ancient being; 


"Oh Headmaster, " chuckled the Sorting Hat, his wizened voice almost 
singsong as he muttered, "You _are_ in troublea€ 1 " 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

The last place that the strange glow seemed to touch within Hogwarts 

was a room that could only be found by those who had need of 

it; 

Within this room, a silvery diadem seemed to spring to life as a 
blackened essence was _burned_ up inside it, the magic of the ancient 
item expelling it much easier than it had once been able to do, 
though the diadem soon vanished with the same sparkling motions as 
the weapon and the phoenix orb, leaving the remainder of the room 
untouched . 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

As people ducked out of the way of the blast, each of them fearing 
for how the pulse would affect them, a collective sigh of relief and 
finality seemed to link the staff and students together as the 
golden-coloured miasma of energy finally started to recede. 

As it did so, it was Sirius that looked back at Harry and Draco, a 
part of him noticing all too easily how the blonde Malfoy heir had 
never left Harry's side despite the risks of harm and pain because of 
what had happened. While the last dregs of the magic faded away, it 
was also then that Sirius saw something that he didn't _want_ to 
believe . 

On either side of Harry, seemingly-reflected in the dying embers of 
light, the Black Lord _thought_ that he saw the ghostly apparitions 
of Lily and James smiling at their son, both of them removing their 
hands from his shoulders before they vanished, both of them leaving 
for the next great adventure. 

"Incredible," whispered Sirius, his voice edged by awe and surprise 
as he muttered, "Even from beyond the grave, they still shield 
hima€ 1 and here I am as helpless as a dog's toya€ 1 " 

"You're not helpless, cousin," insisted Draco, his words edged by a 
note of truth and kindness that, to be honest, Sirius had never 
thought he would hear from one of the _darker_ sides of his family. 
"You just can't help him here because this was inevitable, but now 
the danger has passed." 

"Ina€lin that casea€ 1 " gasped Eudge, his forehead caked with sweat 
while several people turned to the Minister, including Draco and 
Harry, the latter of whom seemed to be much calmer and content than 
ever, his green eyes shining like the jewels that they so famously 
resembled . 

Pointing a shaking finger at Sirius, Eudge then added, 

"B-B-Blacka€ 1 ya€ 1 you ' re under a-a-arrest fora€ 1 for the a-a-attempted 
murder ofa€ 1 of the Minister anda€ 1 and s-s-several prominent magical 
f-f-f amilies ! " 

"Touch him and _I'11_ murder you!" 



The voice, so dark and yet so chilling that it made the Arctic seem 
like a beach in Florida, actually drew everyone's attention back to 
Harry; when they did so, each member of the crowds gasped as they saw 
that Harry's maturity had done more than just make him stronger 
inside. His body seemed to have been repaired on the outside 
too . 

What had once been a scarred, somewhat-gaunt, short and too-thin 
young man was now a taller, healthy, even-attractive-looking visage 
of a teenager with green eyes that seemed to blend the colour of the 
purest emeralds with the haunting, powerful glow of the Avada Kedavra 
Curse . 

His once-wild hairstyle was now sleek and shorter so that it fell 
around his ears, framing his healthier, but somewhat-noble facial 
structure like a dark halo; even the clothes that he wore seemed to 
fit him better while, as Harry stared at Fudge, each word that he 
spoke seemed to ring with magic as he addressed the Minister. 

"You _know_ he's innocent of any crimes you may _try_ and set him up 
for, " remarked Harry, the sight of his empowered green eyes making 
Fudge tremble while several others had been stunned into silence by 
the power and authority that echoed in Harry's words. "You also 
_knew_ we were speaking the truth when we tried to tell you that last 
year. Fudge, but _no : _the _noble_ Minister of Magic can't ever be 
wrong, can he?" 

" Y-y-youa€ 1 you mind youraC 1 your own business, boy!" spat Fudge, 
unaware of the mistake that he had just made in using a title that 
you just didn't use around Harry. 

As his _real_ friends knew all too well, if you were smart, if you 
valued your continued existence and if you had any plans for seeing 
tomorrow, there were certain things that you _never_ said to Harry 
James Potter. 

And, other than calling him stupid or arrogant, the one thing that 
topped that list was calling him a boy! 

While a few people a€" particularly those who knew Harry all too well 
a€" turned to look back to the matured young man, Harry gave a glare 
that could have made the Basilisk fall down dead as he hissed, "Don't 
push me. Fudge! You've done that _way_ too many times in my life 
before now: I'm warning you!" 

"Harry Potter, shut up and stop being such a stupid child!" exclaimed 
Albus Dumbledore, but this time, the bolt that flew from the heavens 
themselves didn't miss its target; it struck Dumbledore with the 
force of a burst of dragon fire while, at the same time, Harry glared 
daggers at Dumbledore, his expression both murderous and 
vicious . 

"Are you a little slow on the uptake, _Albus?_" asked Harry, his 
voice edged by a tone of magic that made it sound thunderous, much 
like it had been before he'd gone through his maturity. "I'm sure 
that I told you I don't answer to you anymore: well, let me _prove_ 
it to you by saying that, effective immediately, I _quit_ from 
Hogwarts School of _Bitch_-Craft and Misery! As of the new term. I'll 
be finding a new school and nothing and _no-one_ will stop me, no 



matter who you are ! " 

" Youa€ 1 you ' lla€ 1 you ' 11 be a-a-arrested bea€l before youa€ 1 " Fudge 
began, his voice quivering while his eyes looked around, as though 
seeking support that would never come. 

"Are you perhaps looking for your Death Eater bribe expert. 

Minister?" asked Draco, his voice lined with the same power and 
authority as Harry himself, much to the surprise of everyone else 
around them. "Well he won't be coming to help you because I happen to 
know where my soon-to-be ex-Father is right now: check the edge of 
the Hogwarts wards." 

"Huh?" asked Sirius, a part of him awed and a little overwhelmed by 
everything that was happening. 

"Other than Snape and Crouch, " explained Draco, his voice filled with 
certainty as he told Sirius, "The magic of Hogwarts allows _no-one_ 
with _His_ Mark on their persons to enter these grounds anymore: by 
order of the Heir of Godric Gryffindor _and_ Salazar Slytherin 
himself, both of whom area€lwell, it doesn't take a _monkey_ to 
figure it out, does it?" 

"Mr Malfoy, do not spread such viciousa€ 1 " began Dumbledore, but this 
time, the magic of the enraged young sorcerers in their midst went 
further than warning shots; this time, he mirrored what had happened 
to Ronald Weasley as he sent Dumbledore falling to the ground, dazed, 
stunned and unable to stick his broken nose in business that wasn't 
his any longer. 

While a few people actually gave cries of outrage and shock at the 
power shown by Harry and Draco, another voice then broke the silence 
as a female voice declared, "Actually, Mr Malfoy, you're wronga€ 1 it ' s 
_ex-_Minister ! " 

Looking to the source of the voice, a few members of the crowd a€" 
including a confused, but surprised redhead a€" gasped when they saw 
a stern woman make her way into the arena, her eyes on Fudge with 
hate while she almost seemed to respect the power that was with 
them . 

Behind her, the woman seemed to lead a small company of Aurors as 
well as, to the shock of both Sirius and Harry, a bound and stunned 
Wormtail _and_ a bound, helpless and cane-less Lucius Malfoy. 

It was only when the last member of the newcomers' party joined the 
arena crowds that Draco realised why his Father looked as helpless as 
he did; bringing up the rear was a dark-haired woman with a few 
blonde highlights in her style, her ice-blue eyes fixed on the 
field . 

"Amelia?" asked Sirius, earning a smile from the woman as he asked, 
"Whena€ 1 what are you doing here?" 

"We received intelligence that said that Harry Potter was in danger 
and that we'd need reinforcements," answered Amelia, before she 
looked over to Harry as she added, "Lord Potter, I can only apologise 
for the dramatic flair, but I held my forces back while you aired the 
_ex-_Minister ' s dirty laundry for all to hear and, according to the 
Ancient Charter of the Wizengamot, if the current Minister is seen as 



being unfit for duty for _any_ reason, then it falls to the Head of 
the DMLE to assume interim authority while investigations are 
made . " 

"Bloody hell, I'd forgotten about that old law," laughed Sirius, 
before he asked, "But how did youa€ 1 " 

"I told them," answered Amos Diggory, holding up his wand as he 
explained, "Patron! Messages go a lot faster than owls, or did you 
forget that too, Sirius? Now, what to do with _him?_" 

He pointed his wand at Fudge, but it was Amelia that answered, "The 
Ministry might hold some small amount of jurisdiction over Hogsmeade 
Village, but the Hogwarts grounds themselves, including all within 
it, are under the custody of the Headmaster or, failing that, any 
recognised and contested heirs of the Founders. And, from what young 
Draco says, it seems we have a Dual-Founder's Heir on the 
premises . " 

"That's right," whispered Harry, his voice edged by a note of 
reminisce as he explained, "Second Year, I looked into my ability to 
use Parseltongue and learned that it couldn't be _transf erred_ save 
for the means of the Ancient Right of Conquest, which I won when I 
vanquished Voldemort as a baby: then, when the Sword of Gryffindor 
came to my aid, it wasn't because I was a _true_ Gryffindor in 
spirit, but because, like my Father before me, I _was_ a true 
Gryffindor ! " 

"All _lies!_" snarled Fudge, now pointing a finger at Harry as he 
hissed, "You are a war-mongering, spoiled child that should have been 
sent to Azkaban on the day that I _found_ you in the 
Alleys ! " 

"_Stupefy !_" 

"_Incarcerous !_" 

As the two spells flew from the wands of two Aurors, Harry looked 
over as Amelia addressed him once more, "Lord Gryf f indoraC 1 " 

"Call me Harry, Madam Amelia, " replied Harry courteously, indicating 
the shocked crowd as he told her, "I have the pleasure of knowing 
your niece through lessons and reputation: she says that you're a 
woman of honour and what happened here has proven it 
truth . " 

"Harry, " Amelia went on, clearing her throat for a moment as she 
asked, "As Heir of Gryffindor and Slytherin, you have the authority 
here: what would you have us do with the ex-Minister ? " 

"Well, " answered Harry, earning several worried looks from his 
friends and classmates as he gave Fudge a look that gave a whole new 
meaning to the phrase _if looks could kill_ before he explained, "He 
denied Sirius his rights and would have had him kissed without a 
trial at the _word_ of Albus fucking Dumbledore; then he denies my 
magically-binding oath as truth _and_ he continuously undermined my 
sense of respect and questioned my honour: were it possible for me to 
do so, I'd have him killed!" 


A few horrified gasps spread through the crowd as Harry then took a 



breath before he went on, "_However,_ as even the most-ignorant of 
pricks should remember, I am not without mercy. So I pass him to you 
and your justice. Madam Amelia and, as Heir of Gryffindor and 
Slytherin, I can tell you this: if _you_ seek the Minister's seat, 
you'll have my full support." 

Amelia smiled before she froze as Harry added, "However, there's one 
more criminal here and his name is Albus Dumbledore ! " 

Amelia's eyes widened while Harry, anticipating the questions, then 
announced, "Albus Dumbledore twisted the abilities of one Sybil 
Trelawney to create a _fake_ prophecy to try and end the line of the 
Most Noble and Ancient House of Potter. He then attempted to _bind_ 
my magical core; to what end and to what extent of damage, I don't 
know, but I intend to find out." 

There wasn't a member of the three schools or anyone else that 
disagreed with his statement, but none of them dared interrupt Harry 
as he continued laying it into his targets. 

"However, the mere fact that he has also continuously ignored the 
basic health and safety of every man, woman and child in Hogwarts, 
not to mention how he has continuously endangered the students for 
his twisted sense of the Greater Good _and_ he has falsely claimed to 
be unable to do anything without Ministerial prompting, including 
ensuring that deaths like that of one Moaning Myrtle _and_ hiring 
incompetent, dangerous and deranged Professors _save onea€l_" 

He gave a sly smile towards Sirius as he said the last part, but 
while Sirius just nodded, Harry went on, "For all these crimes and a 
_hell_ of a lot more that I suspect he's done, the only thing that I 
want is him _out_ of Hogwarts, chained, bound and unable to call 
himself any of his _titles_ ever again!" 

"Anda€ 1 " asked Professor McGonagall, now looking to Harry with a mix 
of shock, actual fear and curiosity as she asked him, "Who would you 
appoint as his replacement. Lord Gryffindor?" 

"If you'd actually listened to a word that I'd said when I came to 
you for help, Minerva, I _might_ have said you, " answered Harry, his 
voice tinged with regret as he told her. "I tried to warn you about 
the Stone, but you cast me aside; I heard about the truth concerning 
Sirius' place in my life from you; how? I'm sure Professor Snape can 
tell you, but more than that, I've often remembered how you said that 
our House is like our family. Well, in the case of Gryffindor, it's 
true: my family lie, cheat and degrade me to the point that I _have_ 
to be what _they_ want me to bea€ 1 and the same is said for Hogwarts, 
so no, Minerva, it's not you." 

"Then who?" asked Sirius, before he laughed as he added, "If you say 
me, pup. I'll never forgive you." 

"Actually, " answered Harry, now looking over towards the staff of 
Hogwarts before he explained, "If I have as much of a choice and say 
as you're all suggesting, then my _first_ choice would be the one man 
that's made me feel truly welcome here at Hogwarts and here in the 
magical world: Arthur Weasley!" 


A pair of thuds suddenly came from the crowds, followed by laughter 
as people realised that Fred and George had fainted while Ginny 



Weasley had a look of shock and gratitude on her face. 


Harry, meanwhile, continued with his explanations, "Mr Weasley was 
the one to warn me about Sirius _and_ he suffered because his son was 
too stupid to do the right thing. Even then, he never blamed me for 
my part _or_ had anything to say about my saving his son _or_ his 
daughter more times than I care to remember." 

Harry gave Ginny a warm smile as he said the last part, earning a 
blush from the female redhead as he went on, "Therefore, as my 
thanks, I nominate him as the new Headmaster _and_ Head of Gryffindor 
with you, Minerva, being nothing more than Transfiguration 
Mistress . " 

Here, Harry smiled wolfishly as he added, "Professor Flitwick, would 
you accept Professor McGonagall's _ex_-post as Deputy? You are a man 
of honour, sir, and you try your best to see all as equalsa€lat 
least, I _hope_ you would." 

While Minerva looked horrified, Filius nodded his agreement as Harry 
then asked, "Can someone revive the Twins for me? I'll need them to 
tell their Father of his new, better-paying and more-reputable 
job." 

"I'll send the message for you, Harrya€ 1 uma€ 1 Lord Gryffindor," 
replied Ginny, earning a thankful nod from Harry. 

While people were stunned by the announcements, it was Amelia that 
asked, "What will you do now, Harry?" 

"Go and rest, " answered Harry, his voice edged by a note of rage as 
he told them. "And don't think I was kidding when I said I'm leaving 
Hogwarts as of the end of the term. Because I wasn't: I might come 
back to see old friends and check that _my_ school is being run as it 
should be, like a school, but other than that, I'm _never_ coming 
back herea€ 1 at least not to _learn_ anything!" 

As though emphasising the point, Harry then snapped his wand clean in 
two before he added, "And as for my announcement about Voldemort, I 
only have one thing to say: believe me, don't believe me, I don't 
give a shit! As far as I'm concerned, you're all on your own 
nowa€ 1 except for my _real_ friends, anyway." 

With that, Harry led Sirius and Draco away from the arena, their 
little escape accompanied by Cedric and his Father as well as the two 
Aurors that had silenced and bound the ex-Minister. 

One of whom Sirius introduced to Harry as his cousin, Nymphadora 
Tonks . 

Suffice to say that Harry wasn't the only one needing medical 
attention that daya€ 1 

**Chapter 3 and Harry has really laid down the law, but with new 
rules and teachings in effect, how will Hogwarts be changed and what 
will happen with Harry gone?** 

**Also, where will Harry go now that he's told Hogwarts and the 
British Magical Community to go screw themselves?** 



**Keep Reading to Find Out** 


**Next Chapter: Draco and Harry talk in secret, but while they do, 
there's a strange delivery for Harry: one that opens a door of 
opportunity for Harry to prove that he's keeping his word and saying 
goodbye to Hogwarts once and for all as a 'school' he goes 
to; ** 

**Please Read and Review** 


5. Filling the Blanks 
Enter the Magisterium 
**Disclaimer : **SEE EIRST CHAPTER 

**Plot: **Death is only the beginning, so they say: for Harry, this 
couldn't be more true as his death brings about a whole new lease on 
life filled with new adventures, a chance for love, family and a 
destiny that he seeks to make his own, no matter who or what may try 
to stand in his way. 

**Author's Note: **So, this idea is sort of based on the familiar EEN 
theme of 'Harry dies and he meets someone on the other side' but it's 
also based on a challenge idea that some of you might recognise; 
anyway, my point is that it's giving me a chance to give something 
interesting a go and give it my own twists and turns. 

So, as always, if you don't like it, then don't read 
it . 

* *Dedicat ion : **I'd like to dedicate this story to my good friend 
StormyEireDragon as it is his writing style that inspired how I've 
set this story up; also, I'd like to dedicate this story to AJ Picard 
for all her support with this particular theme. 

My recommended reads are _Eor Love of a Slytherin and Potter to 
Potter_ by StormyEireDragon, _A Different Sort of Magic_ by casperOl, 
_Valhalla's New Power_ and _Eates Intervent ion_ by AJ Picard, _Enough 
is Enough_ by dianemalfoy and _Rise of the Dark Angel_ by 
mykkilaO 9; 

**Key Pairing: **Harry/Draco; 

**Other Pairings: **Neville/Hermione; Luna/OC; 

Normal Speech 
' Thoughts ' 

'_Mind Voices_' 

/_Parseltongue_/ 

**Review Answers:** 

**Betabay: Then get ready for a supercharge;** 

* *WhiteElfElder : Yeah, but that would be too much funa€ 1 and far too 



easy; 


* * 


**AJ Picard: You mean you haven't figured it out yet, my friend? Wow, 
I must be good;** 

* *SerpensPrincess : I think you might like this chapter, 
then; ** 

**David-El: That's a shame: still, I've come to realise that not all 
my stories are for everyone;** 

"_What will you do now, Harry? 

"_Go and rest, " answered Harry, his voice edged by a note of rage as 
he told them. "And don't think I was kidding when I said I'm leaving 
Hogwarts as of the end of the term. Because I wasn't: I might come 
back to see old friends and check that my school is being run as it 
should be, like a school, but other than that, I'm never coming back 
herea€ 1 at least not to learn anything !"_ 

Chapter 4: Filling the Blanks 

Because of the proverbial _changing of the guard_ that had taken 
place at Hogwarts that day, it was safe to say that the school was 
confused, if not curious about what was supposed to happen 
next . 

Under the watchful eyes of Madam Amelia Bones a€" who seemed to be 
the true person of influence in the castle given that she at least 
had the ear, trust and respect of the Heir of the Founders, Harry 
Potter a€" Fudge, Dumbledore, Malfoy and Crouch were escorted from 
the premises, each of them accompanied by a band of Aurora that 
Amelia _personally_ checked for the Mark. 

She also made Sirius a guarantee that he would receive full 
compensations and all rights that were meant to be given to him, 
effective immediately. 

As for Harry, Amelia also made a promise that, for the time being, 
she would let the boyaClno, the _lord_ recover while he got himself 
ready for whatever he would do next. 

Like most others, Amelia was a little saddened that Hogwarts was 
losing such a promising student as Harry Potter. 

_Unlike_ most of those _others,_ it had _nothing_ to do with him 
being the Boy-Who-Lived . 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

While the rest of the school seemed to try and bring the Tournament's 
events to a welcome-closing, it was Harry and Draco that were left to 
their own devices, the two of them accompanied by Sirius as well as 
the two Aurors a€" Kingsley Shacklebolt and Miss Tonks, who ' d harmed 
Sirius for using her first name, which she hated a€" to the Hogwarts 
Hospital Wing. 

Once there, Sirius was strong-armed into the local baths by Madam 
Pomfrey while Tonks and Shacklebolt promised that they'd stand guard, 
but that they would also give the boys their privacy. 



Once Harry found himself on _his_ bed in the Hospital Wing a€" as 
Madam Pomfrey often joked, it might as well be his and even have his 
name on a plaque over the headboard a€" the young sorcerer put his 
head into his hands and, heaving a deep and well-meaning sigh of 
relief as well as exhaustion, he then looked up at Draco, who seemed 
to watch and wait with a really friendly air. 

Perhaps for the first time since before he could remember, Harry 
actually gave Draco a smile of assurance and friendly intentions 
before he asked him, "You _know_, don't you?" 

"You mean the thing about you and I being soul-mates and that you 
were warped and manipulated by Dumble_dork_ and his morally-blinded 
notions of the Greater Good, but now some unknown power has restored 
those memories and also given you back the feeling of the bond 
between us, which is why I stood by your side out there?" 

Much like his best friend would do, Draco actually seemed to be able 
to say everything he wanted to say in one breath before, with a 
rather over-dramatic gasp of air, he then added with a laugh, "Yeah I 
know, but I don't blame you for what happened between us, Harry. I 
knew the minute that I saw you laughing at me that you weren't the 
same guy . " 

"Well," chuckled Harry, lifting his gaze to meet Draco's as he told 
him, "It _was_ funny, Draco; besides, I think you make a cute 
ferret . " 

"Don't get any ideas, Scarhead, " drawled Draco, before both of them 
laughed, the banter and the delight of the moment helping to ease 
most of the tensions of what had happened. 

As Harry leaned back against the headboard of his bed, his 
shining-green eyes looking towards Draco with almost half-lidded 
eyes, he then sighed, letting the air out through his nostrils, 
before he asked, "So what do you remember abouta€lus, Draco?" 

"I know you accepted my hand back in first year," answered Draco, 
earning a slow nod from Harry; thanks to the events in _the other 
world, _ Harry actually remembered everything with near-perfect 
clarity, but he wanted to hear it from someone else first before he 
decided what he was going to do with the information that he 
learned . 

"I know that you were pretty adamant about staying away from 
Slytherin despite our friendship and, weird as it sounds now, Harry, 

I know that we were both happy to do the best that we could with what 
we had to keep our friendship going." 

"But what about the soul bond between us?" asked Harry curiously, his 
voice edged by a note of fatigue that showed that what happened 
outside had been him running on adrenaline courtesy of the truth 
coming out . 

Now that was over, Harry's body was catching up with the rest of him 
in terms of energy and, before too long, Draco knew that Harry would 
either _conk out_ as people often said or he'd just ease into sleep's 
embrace for who-knows-how-long . 



_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

After all, Draco knew about magical maturities as well as any other 
self-respecting witch or wizard, but the sort of maturity that he'd 
seen out there and what it did to Harry as a result of that: that was 
many things, but a _normal_ sort of maturity, it wasn't. It had given 
Harry power, this much was true, but like any maturity, it would also 
leave him drained and needing sleep, a good meal and the right sort 
of company. 

All of which Draco would try and give Harry as he helped him 
understand what had happened, what had changed and, of course, helped 
to understand the power and energy that they _both_ shared as a 
result of his bond. 

And, of course, if Harry asked him to do so, then Draco would also 
leave with Harry for pastures new. 

Although Draco suspected that he wouldn't be the only one. 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

"Draco? " 

Looking again to his bonded and his friend, Draco blinked a few times 
before, clearing his throat, he asked, "Sorry, Harry; my mind was 
elsewhere there for a moment. What were you saying?" 

"This bond between us, " answered Harry, Draco then noticing that 
Harry was lying on one side, his green eyes on his friend, although 
his focus was failing with each passing second: Harry was _literally_ 
fighting natural instinct to stay awake and hear Draco's voice and 
his explanations. 

Moving to Harry's side, Draco put his hand into the grip of the young 
Gryffindor before he told him, "Get some sleep, Harry; we can talk 
more when you're strong again. All that you need to know is that ours 
is a true bond of souls and, amongst other things, I can 
nevera€ 1 _will_ never leave your side again, I promise." 

Harry smiled, the sight of which actually made Draco smile in return 
as he found the look almost cute on Harry: he looked like a tired out 
little warrior who was about to lose himself to sleep's embrace and 
yet his energy was enough to sleep with that content smile on his 
face . 

"Willa€lwill you stay with me?" asked Harry, earning a nod from 
Draco . 

"Always . " 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

While Harry slept and Draco kept a watchful eye on his friend and 
bonded, there were another two students in another part of Hogwarts 
that seemed to be just as conflicted and confused as the dark-haired 
sorcereraG 1 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 



"Thanks for coming down." 


"Not a problem, " replied Neville Longbottom, taking a seat next to 
Hermione Granger, the latter of whom seemed to look like she had seen 
a ghost or been told a deadly secret. After they'd left the arena, 
Hermione had asked Neville if they could meet privately and chat, but 
when Neville suggested that Ron come along too, Hermione had actually 
snapped that Ron would _never_ know what she knew and would never 
again poison her mind or anyone else's against Harry. 

Even with Mr Weasley about to become the Headmaster of Hogwarts, 
Hermione had a feeling that things were about to get very pressurised 
for the idiot savant member of the Golden Trio, so she needed to talk 
to someone that she could trust and, weird as it was for him to hear 
it, Hermione just knew that she could trust Neville. 

Checking to make sure that the coast was really clear, Hermione 
gulped while Neville asked, "Now what's wrong, Hermione? From how you 
talked about Ron, it sounded like you really dislike him." 

"I don't _really dislike _him, " replied Hermione, earning a curious 
look from Neville as she told him, "I _hate_ him: flat-out, 
hands-down, no-contest _hate_ that scheming, snivelling, all-mouth, 
no-manners, overcompensating bastard!" 

Neville blinked with a mix of confusion, surprise and, though he 
tried to keep it hidden, he also felt impressed: had Hermione Granger 
just swore? 

Had Hermione Granger just insulted someone else? 

Had she actually _just_ admitted that she openly-hated 
someone? 

Clearing his throat, Neville asked in a curious voice, "Does this 
have anything to do with Harry and what happened outside?" 

"Yes, " answered Hermione, looking over at Neville as she told him, 
"Ia€ll don't want to frighten you ora€ 1 or him, Neville, buta€ 1 I _saw_ 
the look in your eyes when thata€lthat weird magic hit us. I know 
because I felt it too: you were remembering something, weren't you? 
Something that you never even knew you'd forgotten?" 

"Yes," replied Neville, looking again to Hermione as he explained, "I 
was remembering first year whena€ 1 when _he_ said that it took a great 
deal of courage to stand up to your friends." 

"Uh-huh, " nodded Hermione, although she smiled at the memory while 
Neville went on. 

"I remember him being the one to release me from the jinx and _then_ 
he wiped my memories saying that I couldn't get close to Harry _for 
the Greater Good!_" exclaimed Neville, his voice laced with rage, 
fire and a hint of actual pain as he clenched his fists, both of them 
turning bone white with how tightly he was holding it all 
in . 

Hermione, meanwhile, looked both shocked and a little sickened as she 
admitted, "I always did wonder why you never said or did anything to 
try and get to know us after that time. I mean, you've been here as a 



sort of neutral party for Harry in the Tournament; you helped him 
with that book that Prof a€ 1 sorry , I mean that Death Eater provided 
for you and him." 

"His name is Barty Crouch Junior, " replied Neville, earning a curious 
look from Hermione as he explained, "I never forget that face or any 
of the others that came to my house three days after _Voldemort_ was 
destroyed ! " 

Hermione 's eyes widened: where was _this_ Neville Longbottom coming 
from? 

"Together," continued Neville, unaware of Hermione 's surprised, but 
impressed expression, "Along with Bellatrix Lestrange and her 
_husband,_ Rodolphus and his bastard brother Rabastan, they tortured 
and destroyed my parents' minds! Then they just _left_ them there 
without even bothering to grant them the release of Death, let alone 
do anything to me!" 

Hermione 's eyes widened even further as Neville then added, "And yes, 
it was with the Cruciatus Curse; that's how I knew its name back in 
the fall. It's also why I reacted when I did and how I did and it was 
how _he_ was able to get through me and use me to try and _help_ 

Harry ! " 

"Oh NevilleaC 1 Ia€ 1 I ' m so sorry," whispered Hermione; before she could 
stop herself, the brown-haired Gryffindor moved closer to Neville 
and, putting her arm around him, she let him move his head to her 
shoulder while she found herself stroking his dark hair, her eyes 
showing her pain and sorrow as she asked, "Was there anything else 
you remember? About Harry ora€ 1 or things you might have 
forgotten? " 

"Yes," answered Neville, lifting his head from Hermione 's shoulder 
before he explained, "I remember the fact that my Great Uncle's 
_accident_ in me discovering my magic _wasn't_ an accident at all: he 
was trying to _kill_ mea€ 1 for the Greater Good!" 

Again, Hermione looked beyond horrified as Neville then explained, 
"He's a _damn_ Unspeakable and he tries to murder his own flesh and 
blood for the Greater Good? I'd certainly like answers, especially 
since I realise now that all those _treats_ he gave me were clearly 
laced with spells and potions to bind my magic _and_ my spirit so 
that I would beaClI'd bea€ 1 " 

"A Squib, " finished Hermione, her eyes filled with a mixture of 
sorrow and personal rage as she told him, "You'll get your answers, 
Neville: he won't get away with this again." 

"Other than that, " sighed Neville, rubbing the bridge of his nose as 
he explained, "I don't remember anything that I should or shouldn't 
have forgottenaC 1 except for thisaCl" 

Here, he looked to Hermione before he told her, "I remember that 
Harry _is_ my friend, whether we're actual friends or not; and I 
remember that you're his friend too, Hermione, and, as his friends, 
we need to be ready for whatever 's coming our way. More to the point, 
though, I remember something that I highly doubt anyone else _could_ 
have forgotten without a little help." 



"What?" 


"I remember Harry and Mala€ 1 I mean, Draco, accepting the hands of 
friendship that they offered each other, " replied Neville, before his 
eyes seemed to brighten as he added, "And I also remember seeing a 
glow surround them when they did so: a glow of _magical_ 
origins . " 

"You meana€ 1 a bond?" asked Hermione, earning another nod from Neville 
as she asked, "What sort?" 

"I hope I'm wrong," answered Neville, his dread-induced voice making 
Hermione shiver slightly as she heard the sound of the _real_ Neville 
Longbottom as he told her, "Because if I'm not, then it means that 
Harry _can_ actually kill someone and not have to feel a 
thing . " 

"Why?" 

"Because, " answered Neville, looking again to Hermione as he 
explained, "I think that Harry and Malfoy are soul-mates, 

Hermione . " 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

As a Marauder, the one thing that Sirius Black had always tried to do 
was take advantage of any form of chance that presented itself, 
particularly in the embarrassing-secret department or the 
emotional-blackmail area. 

However, when the Black Lord _finally_ emerged from his own personal 
hell of a bath and clean-up, hair-cut, shave and redressing of his 
clothes to the sight of his godson curled up almost protectively with 
the sleeping form of one Draco Alexander Malfoy lying in his arms, 
all those instincts went out the window. 

Standing a short distance from where he could see both boys, Sirius 
had to admire the sense of loyalty and strength that seemed to have 
returned to Draco, especially where Harry was concerned. He 
remembered what Draco had said to that other girl about being in the 
safest place imaginable and how, in the moment of Harry's maturity, 
how Draco had actually been unharmed despite the fact that he was 
close enough for there to be almost nothing left of him in the 
aftermath . 

Had Harry not been shielding him through some way or other, Draco 
Malfoy would have ceased to exist there and then, although Sirius 
could see it in the way that the two boys stood together _and_ in how 
they were placed together there and then. 

Harry and Draco were soul-mates: life-mates of the highest calibre 
and strength with a bond that no spell, potion or any form of 
enchantment could break, which actually explained Harry's forced 
maturity _and_ the fact that he had protected Draco as valiantly as 
he did. 

Their bond had been reignited by forces unknown after being bound for 
so long a€" by whom, Sirius had a theory and, if it was right, then 
he would unleash all manner of hell on the guilty _parties_ a€" and, 
in the infusion of adrenaline, raw power and unbridled fury that 



Harry had let out in taking on the world, so to speak, the bond's 
magic had taken it to the next level. 


Draco might have looked the same as ever, but Sirius knew that this 
Harry that was holding onto the blonde was the Harry that _should_ 
have been walking these halls for so long now. 

The weak, underappreciated and underestimated youth that looked like 
something the cat dragged in through its own leavings? 

That was a result of the lies and attempted manipulations by those 
who ' d see their bond broken and Harry dead and destroyed. 

Sirius didn't know why that was, but he was going to find out. 

For now, though, he was going to leave his godson and his future 
husband to rest, both of them clearly content to be enveloped in 
sleep while also being safeguarded by each other's presence. 

Leaving through the doors, Sirius stopped outside and, turning to one 
of the two Aurora on duty, he asked, "Say King, has Amelia gone back 
to the Ministry yet?" 

"She's helping the staff go through the fake Moody's office before 
going to work on Dumbledore ' s place so that it's ready for Arthur to 
take over in September, " answered Kingsley, his strong voice and the 
exotic, Jamaican accent bringing back memories of better times for 
Sirius . 

Lily, James, Frank, Alice, Remus and the rest of _the old 
gang ._ 

"Then I'll catch her before she goes back?" 

" Yesa€ 1 why ? " 

With a smile that even Kingsley knew to promise trouble, Sirius 
answered, "I think I have a way to save the Ministry several thousand 
Galleons compensation _and_ help out the _real_ good guys around here 
at the same time, but while I'm gone, you leave those two in there to 
rest. Don't let anyone, especially any red-headed Weasley gits, 
through that door without official permission or agreement from Harry 
or Draco and, should one Hermione Granger turn up, she comes and goes 
as she pleases . " 

"What's gotten into you, Sirius? Have you hit your head or 
something?" asked Tonks, earning a laugh from the Black Lord as he 
turned to face her. 

"Oh my darling cousin, for once in my life, my mind has _never_ been 
clearer . " 

_**Enter the Magisterium* *_ 

After going through a long, hot shower and a change of clothes that 
seemed to be provided by the Hogwarts House Elves, Harry returned to 
his bed where Draco had a€" to Harry's amusement a€" just finished 
disposing of the last of the blood-soaked rags that Harry had worn 
before now, his grey eyes filled with a hint of amusement himself as 
he saw Harry return to the bed. 



"Did you sleep well?" asked Draco curiously, earning a satisfied 
groan from Harry as he stretched his arms up. 


"The best sleep I've had ina€ 1 _ever !_" laughed Harry, taking a seat 
on one end of the bed before he added, "Thanks for staying with me, 
Draco: I think I actually hugged you in my sleep 
oncea€ 1 soa€ 1 uma€ 1 sorry . " 

"Don't be," Draco advised him, though he did laugh as he remembered 
how he hadn't managed to go to sleep until Harry had actually held 
him, filling Draco with a sensation that seemed to assure the Malfoy 
Heir of how everything was going to be A-Okay from now on. "More than 
anyone else in this school, Harry, you have more than even my 
permission to hug me in your sleep and hold me if it makes you 
comfortable: that's the power of our bond, after all." 

"Yeah," agreed Harry, licking his lips as he moved to Draco's side of 
the bed, his green eyes filled with old curiosities as he asked, 
"About our bond, Draco: what do you know about its powers? Also, I 
get that people have tried to hurt and use me, but why is it that 
they never affected you?" 

"They _did_, " reasoned Draco, before he smiled as he added, "But not 
as much as you, obviously, because it made it easier for them to 
control you without any practice or experience in such things. Plus, 
when we made the agreement to try and maintain our friendship, we 
agreed that we'd be somewhat-friendly rivals in public, but we'd keep 
our studies and occasional meetings to ourselves and our 
most-trusted. " 

"But when did the bond begin?" asked Harry curiously, although he 
felt a little guilty and even a little amused at his own sense of 
Slytherin cunning in hiding the friendship with Draco. The guilt came 
from the fact that he had actually tried to have Draco hurt and 
watched as he was endangered several times in their experiences, such 
as the snake in the Duelling Club, the Quidditch Match, the Forest 
and, of course, the ferret thing. 

"It never really _did_ begin," answered Draco, lifting his eyes to 
meet Harry's curious gaze while he told him, "A true bond like ours 
has been a part of us since the days that we were born. However, in 
our individual cases, the actual bond didn't start to show until the 
day that you accepted my hand, which helped us to begin forging our 
paths. But then, forces that neither of us could control tried to 
control and take you away from me and, as a result, they've actually 
signed their death warrants." 

"How come?" 

"Soul Bonds aren't jokes, Harry," explained Draco, putting a hand on 
his heart before he did the same for Harry, a part of the Malfoy Heir 
hiding his smile when he saw Harry blush at the touch, though he 
didn't shy away. "They're lifelong and stronger than any form of 
marital or magically-binding oath or vow because they don't just 
unite two souls in relationship and more, they also allow for the 
ability to share and learn from the other's mind and magic, not to 
mention forging a bond of minds and hearts that provides all manner 
of emotional support as and when necessary. Finally, once the bond is 
forged, as ours was the day that we shook hands, it is _unbreakable_ 



and to even attempt it gets you one thing. 


"And what's that?" 

"A one-way ticket straight to the next world, " answered Draco, his 
eyes filled with a serious look as he explained, "There is _no_ 
unbinding bound souls, Harry, and if someone were to try such ways 
like death and even forcing the two apart, the backlashes could 
bea€ 1 catastrophic . " 

"Like a magical nuclear bomb going off, " muttered Harry, earning a 
laugh from Draco as he asked, "So, I don't know if I ever asked you 
this, Draco, but how do you feel about it? Being life-mates with 
thea€ 1 with me?" 

"Let me answer that in a way that I've been wanting to for over a 
year now," replied Draco, before Harry's eyes widened as the blonde 
leaned in close and brushed his lips against Harry's; without needing 
to be told otherwise, Harry returned the warmth of the kiss and was 
even surprised when Draco opened his mouth, granting Harry access and 
allowing him to taste Draco's warm mouth. 

As they parted from the kiss, Harry coughed as he asked, "Wasa€lwas 
that your first?" 

"Yep, " replied Draco, smiling with an almost-cheeky air as he added, 
"And I can tell that it was yours too, Harry; I hope you liked 

it . " 

Harry nodded, but his voice seemed to have failed him; Draco, 
meanwhile, took Harry's hand, filling his mate with strength and 
warmth as the blonde went on with his explanations. 

"I belong to you now, Harry, as you belong to me: we are united in 
everything that's coming our way and more. I know it might not be 
fair given what's happened, but the one thing that I can promise you 
is that I will _always_ do everything in my power to be here for you; 
to smile when you laugh, to hold you when you cry, to run like hell 
when you're pissed off and to be here, holding you in my arms, when 
you need to be reminded of just how much people can and do love 
you . " 

Harry, who laughed when Draco mentioned him being pissed off, licked 
his lips softly before he asked, "And what about youra€ 1 your 
family? " 

"With any luck, " answered Draco, his eyes filled with strength and 
conviction as he explained, "My Father's view of this will be through 
Azkaban bars or from the next great adventure. As for my Mother, she 
knows who my bond-mate is and she appreciates it solely for the 
reason that we complete one another; you are the darkness to my light 
and vice-versaa€ 1 and I don't just mean our hair colour 
either . " 

Harry laughed at that while Draco then told him, "So with regards to 
this thing about you leaving Hogwartsa€l" 

"I mean it," Harry retorted, earning a nod from Draco as he raised 
his hands. 



"I know you do, Harry; I just wanted to say that wherever you go. 

I'll go with you, okay?" 

Harry gave another soft laugh before Draco, extending his hand 
towards Harry, linked his hand with that of his mate before he told 
him, "I know it hurts that they've always lied to you, Harry, but I 
won't allow anyone to do that anymore; I swear it." 

"Thanks Drake, " replied Harry, earning a warm smile from Draco at the 
little nickname. 

At that moment, both boys looked towards the door of the Hospital 
Wing as it opened; when it did so, Harry's smile widened a€" much to 
Draco's delight a€" when Hermione Granger walked into the Hospital 
Wing, accompanied by Neville Longbottom and, to Draco's surprise, a 
blonde-haired girl that he was sure that he hadn't seen 
before . 

Harry, meanwhile, took off from Draco's side so quickly that the 
blonde thought he had actually Apparated: 

One minute, he was holding hands with Draco and the next, he was 
holding the young girl in his arms, his eyes taking in every inch of 
her while Neville and Hermione seemed rather surprised by this action 
from Harry, especially since they had found this girl 
seemingly-waiting to meet Harry outside the Hospital Wing. 

"Luna, " gasped Harry, releasing the girl from his hold before he told 
her, "I am _so_ sorry for breaking my promise to you: it will _never_ 
happen again. I won't let ita€ 1 " 

"Calm down, big brother, " replied Luna, earning another wide-eyed 
look from Neville and Hermione while Draco seemed to put the pieces 
together quicker than the brightest witch of her age. "It wasn't your 
fault that they tried to steal you away from me; that's just what 
Nargles do . " 

"Well not again, dear sister, " insisted Harry, placing a brotherly 
kiss on Luna's brow before he added, "And you can stop with the 
looks, Hermione and Neville: she's not my _actual_ sister, but she 
_is_ someone that I can't believe that they took from me." 

"You've protected her," remarked Draco, earning a nod from 
Harry . 

"It's my fault," admitted Luna, moving to sit on a chair that Draco 
had been sat in the night before while she went on, "I once joked 
with Harry about him treating me like a brother anda€lwell, the rest, 
as they say, is history." 

"Oh, " replied Hermione, looking from Harry to Luna and then to Draco 
before she asked, "I was going to ask how you knew Luna Lovegood, 
Harry, but I guess I don't need to now, do I?" 

"Although I wonder how _you _know of me, Hermione Granger, " retorted 
Luna, earning a shocked look from Hermione while Harry turned his 
head to his best friend, a suspicious look in his eyes as he saw her 
falter . 


"Hermione?" asked Harry, his eyes narrowed as he told her 


"Tell me 



that you've never called Luna what everyone else seems to _like_ 
calling her . " 

"Ia€lla€ll never meant anything by it," answered Hermione, unaware of 
the almost-disappointed look that filled Harry's eyes as she went on, 
"She kept talking abouta€ 1 about knowing impossible things; things 
thata€lthat just couldn't be right, especially sincea€ 1 since she also 
talked about you." 

"Really?" asked Harry, his voice edged by the disappointment that he 
felt while he talked, "I would have thought that you of all people 
wouldn't target others for being different, Hermione. After all, it 
was your being different that led to a certain weasel and I saving 
your lif e . " 

"Yes, but at the cost of your own, " muttered Hermione, earning a 
horrified look from Harry while the others, sans Luna, just looked 
plain surprised by what she had just said. 

While Harry looked at Hermione in disbelief, the young brunette 
looked up in fright, her hands flying to her mouth as she gasped, 
"Harry! I-I-I didn't meana€ 1 I don't know whya€ 1 oh Merlina€ 1 hey , is 
that an owl?" 

Turning away from Hermione, Harry was half-thankful and still 
half-surprised to see that there _was_ an owl flying through the 
window of the Hospital Wing: a rather regal-looking owl that flew 
down, dropped off a single letter onto the bed where Draco was seated 
and flew off again. 

As Harry walked closer, his eyes narrowed as he looked at the letter, 
although he didn't take his thoughts away from what Hermione had 
said: naturally, _he_ knew and remembered him dying before now, 
buta€lif Hermione dida€ 1 then did anyone else? 

'More and more manipulations, ' thought Harry, picking up the letter 
and, turning it once, he read a _very_ strange title indeed: 

**THE MAGISTERIUM ACADEMY OE SORCERY, TRANSMOCRIEICATION, 

ENCHANTMENT, RITUALISM AND SPELLCASTING** 

"TheaClwhat of the who?" asked Luna curiously, but while Harry looked 
to his friend and honorary sister, he also saw Draco's eyes were as 
wide as saucers, his jaw dropped and his whole body seemed to have 
gone as pale as his hair. 

"What's wrong, Drake?" asked Harry curiously, a part of him loving 
the coincidence of him leaving Hogwarts and now he receives a missive 
from a school that he's never even heard of. 

Swallowing down his shock, Draco licked his lips before he told 
Harry, "The Magisterium AcademyaC 1 " 

"You've heard of it?" asked Hermione, her and Neville having reached 
Harry's side while Draco shook his head. 

"Onlya€ 1 only by reputation," answered the blonde, licking his lips 
once again as he explained, "Their attendances are _very_ 
select ivea€ 1 _very_ secretive and _very_ legendary at the same 
time . " 



"How?" asked Neville. 


Looking up at each of them, Draco actually laughed before he answered 
Neville's question with one of his own, "You've heard of the 
Founders ? " 

"Obviously, " answered Harry, earning a haunting, but almost-expectant 
look from his mate before Draco went on; 

"Who do you think taught _them?_" 

**Chapter 4 and Harry has learned of an impossible place of learning: 
what sort of impact could he have made to receive an invitation from 
such **_**legendary**_** mentors?** 

**Also, what will this mean for his friends and what sort of secrets, 
surprises and specialities await Harry within the 
Magisterium? * * 

**Keep Reading to Find Out** 

**Next Chapter: Draco talks more about what he knows while Harry 
reads the letter from the Magisterium; plus, Sirius returns with an 
announcement and Harry and Draco have some important decisions to 
make; ** 

**Please Read and Review** 


End 
f lie . 



